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Printed by R. WALKER, at Shakeſpear's-Head, if 
Turn-again Lane, by the Ditch-ſde, 


MDCC XXXIV. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Lonſo, King of Naples. 
Sebaſtian, "bis Brother. 
Proſpero, the right Duke of Millan. 


Anthonio, His Faber, the uſurping Duke 9 | 


Millan. 
Ferdinand, Son to the King of Naples. 
Gonzalo, an honeſt old C ounſellor. 
Adrian, and Franciſco, Lords. 
Caliban, a Salvage, and deſormed Slave. 
Trinculo, à Jeſter. 
Stephano, a drunken Butler. 


Maſter of a Ship, Boatfwain, and Mariner: 


Miranda, Daughter to Proſpero. 
Ariel, an atery Spirit, 

Iris, 
Ceres, 
Juno, 
Nymphs, 
Reapers, 


p . 
1 N 
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SCENE, an uninhabited Wand 


THE 


P] 


ACT LS T-<&N-E- I. 
A tempe/ſtuous Noiſe of Thunder and Lightning Beard: 
Enter a Ship-maſter, and a Boatfwain. 


M4 ST EX. 
IOatſwain. | 
Boat. Here Maſter: What cheer? 
Mast. Good, ſpeak to th' Mariners: 
Fall too't, yarely, or we run our ſelves 
a-ground, beſtir, beltir. . 
Enter Mariners. 
Boat. Hey my Hearts, cheerly my Hearts; yare, 
vare ; take in the Jop- ail; tend to th' Maſter's Whiſtle 3 
Blow *tiil thou burſt thy Wind, if room enough. 
Enter Alonſo, Sebaſtian, Anthonio, Ferdinand, 
Gonzalo, and others. | 
Aion. Good Boatſwain have care: Where's the Maſter 3 
Thy the Men 1 
Boat}. I pray now keep below. 
Ant. Where is the Maſter, Boatſwain ? 
A 2 


#S < — 


N 


Bath 


bring her to try with Main Courſe, A Plague — 


give o'er and drown ? Have you a Mind to fink ? 


were no ſtronger than a Nut-ſhell, and as leaky as an un- 


to Sea again, lay her off. 
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| Boat). Do you not hear him? You mar our Labour; 
Keep your Cabins; you do aſſiſt the Storm. 

Gonz. Nay, good be patient. | 
Boat. When the Sea is; hence. What care theſe Roa- 
rers for the Name of King? To Cabin; filence ; trou- 
ble us not. mn 

Gonz. Good yet remember whom thou haſt aboard. 

Boat/. None that I love more than myſelf. You are a 
Counſellor ; if you can command theſe Elements to Si. 
lence, and work the Peace of the Preſent, we will not 
hand a Rope more ; uſe your Authority : If you cannot, 
give thanks you have liv'd ſo long and make yourſelf 
ready in your Cabin for the Miichance of the Hour, if 
it ſo hap. Cheerly good Hearts; Out of our way, I tay, 


Exit, 


Cong. I have great Comfort from this Fellow; methinks t 
he hath no drowning Mark upon him; his Complexion is a 
3 


perfect Gallows. Stand fait, good Fate, to his hanging; 


make the Rope of his Deſtiny our Cable, for our on 


doth little Advantage: If he be not born to_be hang'd, 


__ our Caſe is' miſerable. e 


Enter Boatferain. 
Boat. Down with the Top- Nlaſt: Yare, lower, lower; 


A cry within, Enter Sebaſtian, Anthonio, and Gonzalo. 
upon this Howling : they are Jouder than the Weather, 
or our Office. Yet again? what do you here ? Shall we 


Seba. A pox o' your Throat, you bawling blaſphe- j 
mous, uncharitable Dog. 3 
Boat. Work you then. 


Ant. Hang Cur, hang, you Whoreſon inſolent Noiſe- | 
maker; we are leſs afraid to be drown'd than thou art. 
Gonx. I'll warrant him for drowning, tho' the Ship 


ſtanch'd Wench, | 1 
Boat. Lay her a hold, a hold; ſet her two Courſes of 


Enter Mariners Wet. 
Mar. All lot! to Prayers, to Prayers! all loſt! 
Boat. What muſt our Mouths be cold? 


=_ q = 
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Por. The King and Prince are at Prayers, let's aſſiſt 
them, for our Cale is as theirs, 5 
Leb. I'm oat of Patience. 
Ant. We are meerly cheated of our Lives by Drunkards. 
This wide-chopt Raſeal would thou might'ſt lie 
drowning the waſhing of ten Tides. 

Gon. He'll be hing'd yet, 3 
Tho! every drop of Water {wear againſt it, 


| and gape at wid'ſt to glut him. [A confuſed Noiſe within, 
” Mercy on us. | 

6 We ſplit, we ſplit : Farewel my Wife and Children, 

pi Farewel Brother: We ſplit, we ſplit, we ſplit, 

1 Ant. Let's all fink with the King. 

i Seb, Let's take leave of him. [Ex:t. 
5 Gon. Now would I give a thonſand Furlongs of Sea 
45 for an Acre of barren Ground: Long Heath, brown Furze 
7 any thing; the Wills above be done, but I would faindie 


a dy Dea. Eat. 


pt SCENS It, 
d, i Enter Proſpero and Miranda. 
„% Mira. If by our Art (my deareſt Father) you have 
: Put the wild Waters in this Roar, allay them : 
The Sky it ſeems would pour down ſtinking Pitch, 
_ But that the Sea, mounting to th' Welkins Cheek, 
4p Daſhes the Fire out O“ I have ſuffered _ 
„ With chole that I ſaw ſuffer: A brave Veſſel 

bs (Who had, no doubt, ſome noble Creature in her) 
* Daſh'd all to Pieces. Oh! the Cry did knock 
Fü Againſt my very Heart: Poor Souls, they periſhed, 

Had I been any God of Power, I would 

roſe. Have fuuk the Sea within the Earth, or e'er 
NG It ſhould the good Ship ſo have ſwallow'd, | and 


Chin The fraughting Souls within her. 

Pre. Be collected; | 

No more Amazement; tell your piteous Heart, 
There's no harm done. 

| Mira. O wo, the Day! 

Pro. No harm. | | 

\! I have done nothing but in care of thee. 
Of thee my dear one, thee my Daughter) wha 
Art ignorant of what thou art, nought knowing 
15 A 3 | 
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Ot whence I am; nor that I am more better 
Than Preſpero, Maiter of a full Fur Cell, 
And thy no greater Father, 

fra, More to know 
Did never meddle with thy Thoughts. 

Pro. Tis time 
I ſhould inform thce farther. Lend thy Hand, 
And pluck my magick Garment from me: S0 
Tie there my Art. Wipe thou thine Eyes, have Comſo 
The direful Spectacle of the Wrack, which touch'd 
The very Virtue of Compaſſion in thee, 
I have with ſuch Compailion in mine Art 
So ſafely order'd, that there is no Soul loft, 


No not {o much Perdition as an Hair 


Becide to any Creature in the Weſſel 


Which thou heard'ſt cry, which thou ſaw'ft fink : 8 
For thou muſt now know farther, { dow, 


Mira. You have often 
Begun to tell me what J am, but ſtopt, 
Ard let me to the bootlels Inquiſition ; 
Concluding, Stay, not yet. 
Pro. The Hour's now come, 
The very Minute bids thee ope thine Ear, 
Obey, and be attentive. Canit thou remember 
A time before we came unto this Cell ? 
I do not think thou canſt, for thenthcu waſt not 
Out three Years old. 
Mira. Certainly, Sir, I can. | 
Pro. By what? by any other Houſe, or Perſot: ? 
Of any thing the Image, tell me, that 
Hath kept with thy Rem embrance. 
Mira. 'Tis far off; | 
And rather like a Dream, than an Aſſurance 


That my Remembrance warrants. Had I rt 


Four or hve Women once that tended me; 


Pero. 'Thou hadſt, and more, Miranda: But how il. 
That this lives in thy Mind? What ſeeſt thou elſe 


In the dark backward and Abyſme of. Time 
If thou remembreſt ought c'er thou cam'ſt here, 
Low thou cam'ſt here thou mavy'ſt. 

Mira, But that I da not. 


Ly 
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P/. Twelve Year ſince, Miranda, twelve Year ſince 
Thy Father was the Duke of Millan, and 
A Prince of Power. 
Mira. Sir, are not you my Father ? 
Pro. Thy Mother was a piece of Virtue, and 
She ſaid thou wait my Daughter; and thy Father 
Was Duke of Millan, and his only Heir 
And Princeſs; no worie iſſu'd. 
Mira, O the Heav'ns, 
What foul Play had we that we came from thence ? 
Or bleſſed was we did ? 
Pro, Botn, both, my Girl: 
By fou! Play {as thou favell) were we heav'd thence, 
ut bleſſed holp hither. 
Mira. O my Heart bleeds 
To think o'th' teene that I have turn'd you to, 
Which is from my Remembrance. Pleate you, farther, 
Pro. My Brother and thy Uncle, call'd Authonis— — 
I pray thee mark me, that a Prother ſhould 
Be fo perfidious! He, whom next thy {elf 
Of all the World I lov'd, and to him put 
The Manage of my State; as at chat time 
Through all the Signories it was the firſt, 
And P- pero the prime Dake, being ſo reputed 
In Dignity ; and for the I. iberal Arts, 
Without à Parallel; thoſe being all my Study; 
The Government I caſt upon my Brother, 
And to my State grew Stranger, being tranſperted 
And rapt in ſecret Studies. I hy falſe Uncle — 
Doſt thou attend me)? 
Mira. Sir, moſt heedfully. 
Pro. Being once perfected how to grant "AI 
How to deny them; whom t'advance, and whom 
To traſh for over-topping ; new created 
The Creatures that were mine; I ſay, or chang'd 'em, 
Or elſe new form'd em; having both the Ley 
Ot Officer and Office, ſet all Hearts o'th' State 
To what Tune pleas'd his Ear, that now he was 
The Ivy which had hid my princely Trunk. 


And ſuckt my Verdure out on't Thou attend'ſt not ? ? 


Mira. O good Sir. 1 do. 
Pra. I pray thee mark me- 


A 4 II thus 
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I thus neglecting worldly Ends, all dedicated 
To Clolenels, and the bettering of my Mind 


With that which but by being retired | | 
O'er-priz d all popular rate; in my falſe Brother = \ 
Awak'd an evil Natuie, and my Truſt, Ei 
Like a good Parent, did beget of him 3 
A Falſhood in its contrary, as great 3 
As my Truſt was; which had indeed no Limit, | 
A Confidence fans bound. He being thus Lorded, E-1 
Not only with what my Revenue yielded, mn 
Put what my Power might elſe exact; like one E-:- 8 
| Who having into Truth, by telling of it, EE 
i Made ſuch a Sinner of his Memor7 f 
| To credit his own Lie, he did believe \ 
; He was indeed the Duke, out o' th' Subſtitution N 


And executing ch' outward Face of Royaity 

With all Prercgative. Hence his Ambition growing. - 

Doſt thou here? | 
ira. Your Tale, Sir, would cure Deafneſs. 

Pro. To have no Screen between this Part he p.aic, 
And him be plaid it for, he necds will be 
Abſolute Millan; me, poor Man, my Library 
Was Dukedom large enough; of temporal Royal: 
He thinks me now incapab.e. Contederates 
{So dry he was for Sway) wr th' King of Naples 
To give him annual Tribute, do him Homage, 
Subject his Coronet to his Crown, and bend 
The Dukedom yet unbow'd (alas poor Millan“ 

To much ignoble ſteoping. 

Mira. Oh the Heav'ns! ; 

Pro. Mai k his Condition, and th' Event, then tell m: 
If this might be a Brother. 

Mira. J ſhould fin, 
To think but nebly ef my Grand-mother : 
Good Wombs have born bad Sons. 

Pro. Now the Condition: 
This King of Nap/es being an Enemy 
To me inveterate, harkens my Brother's Suit; 
Which was, That he in lieu o' tht Premiſes, 
Of Homage, and I know not how much Tribute, 
Should preſentl7 extirpate me and mine 
Out of the Dukedom, and confer fair Millan, 
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With all the Honours, on my Brother. Whereon 
A treacherous Army levi'd, one Midnight, 
Fated to th' Purpoſe, did Anthonis open 
The Gates of Millan, and i' th' dead of Darkneſs 
The Miniſter for th* Purpoſe hurry'd thence 
Me, and thy crying ſelf. 

Mira. Alack for pity ! 
I not remembring how I cry'd out then 
Will cry it o'er again; it is a hint 
That wrings mine Eyes to't. 

Pro. Hear a little further, | 
And then 1'!l bring thee to the preſent Buſineſs 
Which now's upon's, without the which this Story 
Were molt impertinent. 

Mira. Wherefore did they not 
That Hour deſtroy us? 

Pro. Well demanded, Wench ; 
My Tale provokes that Queſtion. Dear, they durſt not; 
So dear the Love my People bore me: Nor ſet 
A Mark fo bloody on the Buſineſs; but 
With Colours fairer painted their foul Ends, 
In few ; they hurried us aboard a Bark, 
Bore us ſome Leagues to Sea, where they prepar'd 
A retten Carcaſs of a Boat, not rigg'd, 
Nor Tackle, ror Sail, nor Maſt; the very Rats 
Inſtinctively h2d quit it: There they hoiſt us 
To cry to th' Sea that roar'd to us; to figh 
To th Winds, whoſe Pity ſighing back again 
Did us bat loving Wrong. 

Mira. Alack ! what Trouble 
Was I then to you ? 
Pro. O! a Cherubim 

Thou waſt that did preſerve me: Thou didſt ſmile, 
Infuſed with a Fortitude from Heav'n, 
When I have deck'd the Sea with Drops full ſalt, 
Under my Burthen groan'd, which raid in me 
An undergeing Stomach, to bear up 
Againſt what ſhould enſue, 

Mira. How came we aſhore? 

Pro. By Providence divine; 
Some Food we had, and ſome freh Water, that 
A 5 A NOw 
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A noble Neapolitan Gonzalo, [ 
Out of his Charity (who being then appointed 1 
Maſter of this Deſign) did give us, with T 
Rich Garments, Linnen, Stuffs, and Neceſlaries 0 
Which ſince have ſteeded much. So of his Genilcne(:, \ 
Knowing I lov'd my Books, he furniſhed me 0 
From my own Library, with Volumes, that 8 
I prize above my Dukedom. | v 
Mira. Would I might 
But ever ſee that \ſan. vw 
Pero. Now 1 ale, . | 1 
Sit ſtill, and hear the laſt of our Sea-ſorrow, 
Here in this Iſland we arriv'd, and here py 
Have 1, thy School-matter, made tkee more profit » 
Than other Princes can, that have more time p, 
For vainer Hours, and 'i'utors not fo careful. 5 
Mira. Heav'ns thank you for't; and now I pray you, W 
For ſtill 'tis beating in my Mind) your Reaſon Sir, w 
For raifing this Sea ftorm ? N | A, 
Pro. Know thus far forth, 
By Accident moſt ſtrange, bountiful Fortune Pu 
(Now my dear Lady) hath mine Enemies 
Brought to this Shore: And by my Preſcience 
I find, my Zenit“ doth depend upon 
A molt auſpicious Star, whoſe Influence Lt 
it now TI court not, but omit, my Fortunes BY 
Will ever after droop : Here ceaſe more Queſtione, £79 
Thou art inclin'd to ileep. 1's a good Dulneſo, T. 
And give it way; I know thou can'ſt not chuſe. = 
Come away, Servant, come; I am ready now, * 
1 Approach, my Ariel. Come. 1 
Euler Ariel. | 1 
0 Ari. All hail, great Maſter, grave Sir, hail“ I come W 7; 
Ai Toanfwer thy beſt Pleaſure. Be it to fly; | As 
| To twim, to dive into the Fire; to ride = 
if On the curl'd Clouds: to thy ſtrong bidding, taſk | fo 
j Ariel, and all his Qualey. x.. Wy! 
; Pro. Haſt thou, Spirit, Wir 
| Pertorm'd to point the Jempeſt tha: I bad thee ? LT} 
| 4+;, To every Article. 2 T7” 
{ boarded the King's Ship: Now on the Beak, HY 


Now in the Walle, the Deck, in cvery 2 a 


"2, 
i, 


have left aſleep; and for the reſt o th Fleet 


rt. 11 


I flam'd Amazement. Sometimes I'ld divide, 

And burn in many Places; on the Top- maſt, 

The Yards and Bolt-ſprit, would I flame diſtinctly, 
Then meet, and join. Fove's Lightning the Precurſers 
O'th' dreadful Thunder Claps, more momentary 

And Sight out-running were not; the Fire and Cracks 
Of ſulphurous roaring, the molt mighty Neptune 
Seem'd to beſiege, and make his bold Waves mene, 


Vea, his dread Trident ſhake. 


Pro. My brave Spirit, 
Who was ſo firm, ſo conſtant, that this Coil 
Would not infect his Reaſon? 

Ari, Not a Soul | 
But felt a Feaver of the Mind, and plaid 
Some tricks of Deiperation: All but Mariners 
Plung'd in the foaming Brine, and quit the Veſſel, 
Then all a fire with me: The King s Son Ferdinand 
With Hair up-ſtaring (then like Reeds, not Hair) 
Was the firſt Man that leapt ; cry'd Hell is empty, 
And all the Devils are here. 
Pero. Why that's my Spirit, 
But was not this mgh Shore? 

Ari. Cloſe by, my Maker, 

Pro. But are they, Ariel, ſafe ? 

Ari, Not a Hair periſhed : 
On their ſuſtaining Garments not a Blemiſh, 
but freſher than before; and as thou badſt me, 
In Troops I have di:pers'd them bout the Iſle: 
The King's Son have | landed by himſelf, 
Whom J left cooling of the Air with Sighs, 
In an odd Angle of the Iſle, and ſitting, 


N His Arms in this fad Knot. 


Pro. Of the King's Ship, TED, 
The Mariners, {ay how thou haſt diſpos'd, 


And all the weft d tht Fleet? 


Ari. Sately in Haroovr, 
Is the King's Ship; ia the deep Nook, where once 
Thou cail'dit me up at Wümme w fetch Dew 


| From the ftill-vext Bermoothber, there ſhe's hid: 


The Mariners all under Hatches Rowed, 
Who, wich a Charm joined to their lutfered Lobour, 


(Which 
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(Which I diſpers'd) they all have met again, 
And are upon the Mediterranean Flote, 
Bound ſadly home for Naples, 
Suppoſing that they ſaw the King's Ship wrackt, 
And his great Perſon periſh. 
Pro. Ariel, thy Charge 
Exactly is perform'd ; but there's more Work. 
W hat is the. Time o'th' Day? 
Ari. Paſt the mid Seaſon. 
Pro. At leaſt two Glaſſes : The time 'twixt ſix and now 
Muſt by us both be ſpent moſt preciouſly. . 
Ari. Is there more Toil? Since thou doſt give me Pains, 
Let me remember thee what thou haſt promiſed, 
Which is not yet perform'd me. 
Pro. How now ? moodie? 
What is't thou canſt demand ? 
Ari. My Liberty. 
Pro. Beiore the time be out! ? No more. 
Ai. I prethee : 
| Remember I have done thee worthy Service, 
Told thee no Lies, made no Miſtakings, ſerv'd 


Without or Grudge, or Grumblings; ; thou didſt promis 


To bate me a full Year. 
Pero. Doſt thou forget 
From what a Tormeat 1 did free thee? 
Ari, No, 
Pro. Thou doſt; - and thinkeſt it much to tread the Ourz 
Of the ſalt Deep; 
To. run upon the ſharp Wind of the North, 
To do me Buſineſs in the Veins o'th' Earth 
When it is bak'd with Froſt. 
Ari. I do not, Sir, | 
Pro. Thou lieſt malignant Thing : Haſt thou forgo: 
The foul Witch Sycorax, who with Age and Envy 
Was grown into a Hoop? Malt thou forgot her ? 
n. No; Sir: 
Pro. Thou haſt : where was ſhe born? ſpeak; tell me, 
Ari. Sir, in Argier. 
Pro. Oh, was ſhe ſo? I muſt . 
Once in a Month recount what thou 1 been, 
Which thou forgeteſt. This damn'd Witch or 
3 dor 
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And here was left by th' Sailors : thou my Slave, 


To act her earthly and abhorr'd Commands, 
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For Miſchiefs manifold, and Sorceries terrible 

To enter human Hearing, from Argier 

Thou know'ſt was baniſh'd : For one thing ſhe did 

They would not take her Life. Is this not true! 
Ari, Ay, — 8 | | by 8 

Pro. This blue-ey'd Hag was hither brought withChild, 


As thou report'ſt thy ſelf, was then her Servant, 
And, for thou waſt a Spirit too delicate 


Refuſing her grand Heſts, ſhe did confine thee, 
By help of her more potent Miniſters, 
And in her moſt unmitigable Rage, 
Into a cloven Pine; within which Rift 
Impriſon'd, thou didſt painfully remain 
A dozen Years, within which Space ſhe dy'd, 
And leſt thee there: Where thou didſt vent thy Groans 
As faſt as Mill wheels ſtrike. Then was this Iſland | 
(Save for the Son that ſhe did litter here 4 
A freked Whelp, hag-born) not honour'd with 1 
A human Shape. 5 = 
Ari, Yes; Caliban her Son. 55 
Pro. Dull Thing, I ſay ſo: He that Caliban 
Whom now I keep in Service. Thou beſt know'ſt 
What Torment I did find thee in; thy Groans 
Did make Wolves how), and penetrate the Breaſts 
Of ever-angry Bears; it was a Torment 
To lay upon the damn'd, which Sycorax 
Could not again undo: It was mine Art, 
When I arriv'd, and heard thee, that made gape 
The Pine, and let thee out. 
Ari. I thank thee, Maſter. Es 
Pro, If thou more murmur'ſt, I wil! rend an Oak 
And peg thee in his knotty Entrails, *. ' 
Thou haſt howl'd away twelve Winters, 
Ari. Pardon, Maſter. 
will be correſpondent to Command, 
And do my Spriting gently. _ 
Pro, Do ſo: And after two Days 
{ will diſcharge thee. | 
Ari. That's my noble Maſter : 
What ſhall I do? Say what? What ſhall I do? 
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Pro. Go make thyſelf like to a Nymph o' th' Sea 
Be ſubject to no Sight but mine: Inviſible 

Jo every Eye-ball elſe. Go take this Shape, 

And hither come in't: Go hence 

With Diligence. | 3 A el 

Awake, dear Heart awake, thou haſt ſlept well 
Awake. 

Mira The Strangeneſs of your Story pe 
Heavineſs in me. 

Pro. Shake it off: Come on, 

We'll viſit Caliban, my Slave, who never 
Yields us kind anſwer. { 

Mira. Tis i Villain, Sir, I do not love to look or 4 

Pro. But as tis 
We cannot miſs him: He does make our Fire, 

Fetch in our Wood, and ſerves Offices 
That profit us, What hoa ! Slave Catiben, f 
Thou Earth thou! ſpeak. 
Cal. (within. ) There's Wood enough within. 
Pro. Come forth, I ſay, there's other Buſineſs for tles 
Come thou Torto) s, WHEN 
Enter Ariel like a Mater. N. mph. 
Fine Apparition 3 my quaint Arze/, 
Heark in thine Ear. 

Ari. My Lord, it hall be done. Exit 

Pro. Fhou poiſonous Slave, got by the Devil i hiam/e: 
Upon thy wicked Dam; come forth, 

Enter Caliban. 

Cal. As wicked Dew, as e'er my Mother bruth 
With Ravens Feather from unwholiom Fen, 
Drop on you both: A South welt blow on ye, 
And bliſer ye all o'er. 

Pro. For this, be ſure, to Night thou mah! have Cram; 
Side-flitches, that ſhall pen thy Breath up, Urchin: 
Shall, for that Vaſt of Night that they may work, 
All exerci.c on thee. Thou ſhalt be pinch'd 

As thick as Honey-comb, each Pinch more ſtingiig 
Than Bees that made 'em. 

Cal. I muſt eat my Dinner; 

This Iſland's mine by Sycorax my Mother, 
Which thou tak'it from me, W hen thou cam! 
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Thou ſtroak'dit me, and mad'ſt much of me; Would'ſt give 


Water with Berries in't; and teach me how me 
To name the bigger Light, and how the leſs, 

That burn by Day and Night: And then I lov'd thee 
And ſhewed thee al! the Qualities o' the Iſle, 

The freſh Springs, Brine-pits ; barren Place and fertile. 
Curs'd be I that I did fo! All the Charms 

Of Sycorax ; Toads, Beetles, Bats light on you! 

For I am all the Subjects that you have, 
Which firſt was mine own King: And here you ſty me 


In this hard Rock, whiles you do keep from me 
The reſt of the Iſland. | 


Pro. Thou moſt lying Slave, 


Whom Stripes may move, not Kindneſs; J have us'd thee 


Filth as thou art) with human Care, and lodg'd 

In mine own Cell, 'til! thou didft ſeek to violate 
The Honour of my Child. 

| Cal. Oh, oh, oh, oh, would't had been done! 
Thou didſt prevent me, I had peopled elſe 
This Iſle with Calibans. 

Mira. Abhorred Slave; 

Which any Print of Goodneſs will not take. 

Being capable of all: I pitied thee, 


Took Pains to make thee ſpeak, taught thee each Hour 


| One thing or other: When thou di.i:t not, Savage, 
know thine own Meaning; but would'ft gabble, like 
A thing molt brutiſh, I endow'd thy Purpoſes . 
With Words that made them known. But thy vie Race 
Tno' thou didſt learn) had that in't, which good Natures 
Could not abide to be with; therefore waſt thou 
Veſervedly confin'd into this Rock, who hadit _ 
Delerv'd more than a Priſon, My 
Cal. You taught me Language, and my Profit on't 
, I know how to curſe : The Red-plague rid you 
kor learning me your Language. | 
Por. Hag-ſeed, hence 5 
Fetch us in Fewel, and be quick, thou wer't beſt 
lo anſwer other Buſineſs: Shrug'ſt thou, Malice ? 
f thou neglect'ſt, or doſt unwillingly 
What I command, I'll rack thee with old Cramps, 
Fl all thy Bones with Aches, make thee roar, 15 
at 
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That Beaſts ſhall tremble at thy din. 
Cal. No, pray thee. 
I muſt obey, his Art 1s of ſuch Power, 
It would controul my Dam's God Sezebos, 
And make a Vaſſal of him. 
Pro. So Slave, hence. Ex Caliban, 


Enter F erdinand, 5 Ariel 15 1 ble, FI and ſingin), 


ARIEL SONG. 
Come unto theſe yellow Sands, 
And then take Hands, 
Curt'fied when you have, and hiſt, 
The wild Waves whiſt; 
Foot it featly here and there, and feet Spriches hear 
The Burthen. { Burthen diſperſedly. 
Hark hark bough-awacugh : The ace. bark, 


Bough-awawygh. 


Ari. Hark har, I hear 


The Strain of firutting Chanticlere, 
Cry Cock-adoodle-do, 
Fer. Where ſhould this Muſick be? I'th' Air or th 


Tt ſounds no more: And ſure it waits upon (Earth! 
Some God o'th' Iſland, fitting on a Bank, | 


Weeping again the King my Father's W reck, 
This Muſick crept by me upon the Waters, 


Allaying both their Fury, and my Paſſion 
With its ſweet Air: Thence 1 have follow'd i: t. 


Or it hath drawn me rather; but lis gone, 
No, it begins again. 


IN IE L's SN. 
F, 41 Fathom Ave thy Father lies, 
Of his Bones are Coral made: . 
Thoſe are Pearls that avere his Des, 
Nothing of him that doth fade, 
But doth ſuffer a Sea change, 
Into fomething rich, and ſtrange. 
Sea Nymphs hourly ring his Kucll, 


Hark now 7 bear them, ding-doug Bell. 


0 0 , 
[Burthen ding dong. 
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Fer. The Ditty does remember my drown'd Father 3 
This is no mortal Buſineſs, nor no Sound 
That the Earth owes : I hear it now above me. | 
Pro. The fringed Curtains of thine Eye advance, 
And ſay what thou ſee'ſt yond. 
Mira. What is't, a Spirit? 
Lord, how it looks about! Believe me, Sir, 
It carries a brave Form. But 'tis a Spirit. 


Pro. No Wench it eats, and ſleeps, and hath ſuchSenſes 


As we have; ſuch. This Gallant which thou ſeeſt 
Was in this Wreck: And but he's ſomething ſtain'd 
With Grief (that Beauty's Canker) thou might'ſt call him 


A goodly Perſon. He hath loſt his Fellows, 
And ſtrays about to find em. 


Mira. I might call him 


A Thing divine, for nothing natural 
I ever ſaw ſo noble. 


Pro, It goes on, I ſee, 


As my Soul prompts it - Spirit, fine Spirit, I'll free thee 


Within two Days for this. 
Fer. Moſt ſure the Goddeſs 
On whom theſe Ayres attend ! Vouchſafe my Pray” x 
May know 1t you remain upon this Ifland, 
And that you will ſome good Inſtruction give 
How I may bear me here: My prime Requeſt 


(Which I do laſt pronounce) is, O you omar 
[i you be made or no? 


Mira. No Wonder, Sir, 
But certainly a Maid. 

Fer. My Language! Heav'ns ! 

I am the beſt of them that ſpeak this Speech, 
Were I but where 'tis ſpoken, 

Pro. How? the beſt ? 


What wert thou if the King of Naples heard thee? 
Fer. A ſingle thing, as I am now, that wonders 

To hear thee ſpeak of Nap/e:. He does hear me: 

And that he does, I weep: My ſelf am Naples, 


Who with mine Eyes (never ſince at Ebb) veholg* 
The King my Father wrackt. 


Mira. Alack, for gg ! 


Fer. Yes faith, and all his Lords; the Duke of Millan 
And his brave Son, being twain. 


Pro. 
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Pro. The Duke of Millan. 
And his more braver Daughter could controul thee, 
It now 'twere fit to do't : at the firſt Sight 
They have chang'd Eyes: Delicate A, iel, 
Fl ſet thes free for this. A Word, good Sir, 
I fear you have done yourſelf ſome Wrong, A Wez?, 
Mira. hy ipeaks my Father io ungently ? This 
Is the ird Man that eer I faw ; the firit 
That e'cr 1 ſigh'd for: Pity move my Father 
To be inclin'd my way. 
Fer. O, if a Virgin, | | 
And your Affection not gone forth; I'll make you 
The Queen of Naples. 
Pro. Soft Sir, one Word more. ; 
They are both in either's Pow'r : But this ſwift Bufine“ Ar 


1 muſt unealy make, left too light winning Te 
Make the Prize light. Cne Word mote; I charge te? | 
That thou attend me ; thou doſt here uſlurp _ 8 7h 
The Name thou oweſt not, and haſt put thyſelf An 
Upon this Iſl nd, as a Spy, to win it 
From me, the Lord on't. 5 | My 

| Fer. No, as I a Man. | | e M. 
Mira. There's nothing ill can dwell in ſuch a Temp W Th 

If the ill Spirit have fo fair a Houſe, To 

Good things will ſtrive to dwell with't. Mi 

Pro. Follow me. | = Bo 
Speak you not for him : He's a Traitor. Come, Let 
Fil manacle thy Neck and Feet together; Ha 
Sea Water ſhalt thou drink, thy Food ſhall be b 
The freſh-brook Muſc'es, wither'd Roots, and 11:5 WM The 
Wherein the Acorn cradled. Follow. Ha 
| Fer. No, | | / 
I will reſiſt ſuch Entertainment, till | Bi 
Mine Enemy has more Pow'r. Tha 
Ke draws, and is charmed from 79%", Wh 

Mira. O dear Father, 25 P 

Make not too rah a Trial of him; tor EY 
He's gentle and not feartul. All. 

Pro. What I ſay, | | | 4 
My Foot my Tutor? Put thy Sword up, Traitor: 1 


Who mak'ſt a Shew, but dar'ſt not ſtrike ; thy Conſcience! 
Is poſſeſt with Guilt ? Come from thy Ward, 
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For I can here diſarm thee with this Stick, 
And make thy Weapon drop. 

Mira. Beſeech you, Father. 

Pro, Hence: Hang not on my Garment. 

Mira, Sir, have Pity ; 
I' be his Surety. 

Pro, Silence; one Word more 
| Shall make me chide thee, if not hate thee, What 
An Advocate for an Impoſtor ? Hush 
Thou think'ſt there are no more ſuch Shapes as he, 
Having ſeen but him and Caliba,) fooliſh Wench, 
To th'moſt of Men this is a Calin, 
And they to him are Angels. 

Mira. My Affections 


es Are the moſt humble: I have no Ambition 
To fee a goodlier Man. 
lee Pro. Come on, obey : 


Thy Nerves are in their Infancy again, 
And have no Vigour in them. 
Fer. So they are: | 
My Spirits, as in a Dream, are all bound up. 
| My Father's Ioſs, the Weakneſs which I feel, | 
MW The Wrack of all my Friends, and this Man's Threats 
Jo whom I am ſubdu'd, are but light to me, 
Might I but through my Priſon once a Day 
Behold this Maid: All Corners elſe o' th* Earth 
Let Liberty make uſe of; Space enough 
Have I, in ſuch a Priſon. 
Pro. It works: Come on. 
Thou haſt done well, fine Hit!: Follow me, 
Hark what thou elſe ſhalt do me. 
Mira. Be of comfort, 
My Father's of a better Nature, Sir, 
Than he appears by Speech : "This is unwonted 
Witch now came from him. 
Pro. 'T hou ſhalt be as free 
as Mountain Winds; but then exactly do 
All Points of my Command. 
Ari. To th' Syllable. 
„ WW Pro. Come follow: Speak not 
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$ 

ACT IE SCENE: L p 
Enter Aloazo, Sebaſtian, Anthonio, Gonzalo, Adrian, 4 
| | Franciſco, and others. Ten 
Gon. TD Eſeech you Sir, be merry: You have Cau'e A 
(So have we all) of Joy; for our Eicape if 

Is much beyond our Loſs; our Hint of Woe 4 
Is common every Day, ſomeSailor's Wite, Y 
The Maſters of ſome Merchant, and the Merchant A 
Have juſt our Theam of Woe : But for the Miracle, G 
(I mean our Preſervation) few in Millions A 
Can ſpeak like us: Then wiſely, good Sir, weigh Se 
Our Sorrow with our Comfort, Gr 
Alon Prithee Peace. Hou 
Seb. He receives Comfort like cold Porridge. A 
The Viſitor will not give over ſo. de 
Seb. Look, he's winding up the Watch of his W.: A 
By and by it will ſtrike, Je 
Gon, Sir. | 2 
Seb. On: Tell. | beyo 
Gon. When every Grief is entertain'd Je 

| That's offer'd ; comes to the Entertainer ne 
Seb. A Dolour. a in thy 
Gon. Dolour comes to him indeed, you have ſpoken I bine 
truer than you propos'd. | 4) 
Seb. You have taken it wiſelier than I meant you WW t i 
Gon. Therefore, my Lord: (ſhould, WU 92 
Ant. Fie, what a Spend-thrift is he of his Tongue 6 
Alon, I prithee ſpare, "ep 
Gon. Well, I have done: But yet——= king 
Seb. He will be talking. 2 Ser 
Ant. Which of them, he, or Adrian, for a good Wager, I ur! 
Firſt begins to crow ? Ac 
Seb. The old Cock. gor 
Ant. The Cockrell. 6 
Seb. Done: The Wager? 4 
Ant. A Laughter. a5 
Seb. A Match. Sol 
Adr. Though this Iſland ſeem to be deſart C000 
Seb. Ha, ha, ha. . Ai 

a. 


Ant, So: You're paid. 
Adr. Uninhabitable, and almoſt inacceſlible. 
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Seb, Let. 

Adr. Vet. 

Ant. He could not miſ-t. 

Adr. It mult needs be of ſubtle, tender, and delicate 


Temperance. 


Ant. Temperance was a Adicate Wench, 

Seb, Ay, and a ſubtle, as he moſt learnedly deliver'd. 

Adr. The Air breaths upon us here moit ſweetly. 

Seb, As if it had Lungs, and rotten ones. 

Ant Or, as 'twere pertu med by a Fen. 

Gon. Here is every Thing advantagious to Lite. 

Ant. Trae, fave Means to live. 

Seb. Of that there's none or little. 

Gon. How luſh and luſty the Grais looks ? 

How green? 

Ant. The Ground indeed is tawny, 

Seb, With an Eye of green in't. 

Ant. He miſſegnot much. 

Seb. No: He does but miſtake the Truth totally. 

Con. But the Rarity of it is, which is indeed almoſt 
beyond Credit 

Seb. As many voucht Rarities are. | 

Con. That our Garments, being (as they were) drencht 
nthe Sea, hold notwithſtanding their freſhneſs and gloſſes 
being rather new dy'd than flain'd with falt Water. 

Ant. If but one of his Pockets could ſpeak, would it 
not ſay he lies? 

Seb. Ay, or very falſly pocket up His Report. 

Con. Methinks our Garment are now as freſh as when 
We put them on firſt in 4frick, at the Marriage of the 
king's fair Daughter Claribel, to the King of Tunis. 

Seb. Twas a tweet pots as and we proſper well in 
dur Return. 


Adr. Tunis was never grac'd before with ſuch a Pa- { 


gon to their Queen. 

Gon, Not fince Widow Dido's time. | 

Ant. Widow ? a Pox o'that: How came that Wien 
n? Widow Dido 

deb. What if he had ſaid Wie Ew too ? 
ood Lord, how you take it / 

ddr. Widow Did, ſaid you ? You make me ſtudy of 
lat. She was of Carthage, not of Tunis. 8 
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Gon. This Tunis, Sir, was Carthage. 

Adr. Carthage? 

Eon. I aſſure you Carthage, 

Ant. His Word is more than the miraculous Harp. 

Seb. He hath rais'd the Wall, and Houſes too. 

Ant. What impoſſible matter will he Make eaſy next 

Seb. I think he will carry this Iſland home in hi: 
Pocket, and give it his Son for an Apple. 

Ant. And {owing the Kernels of it in the Sea, bring 
forth more Iſlands. 

Gon, Ay. 

Ant. Why in good time. 

Gon. Sir, we were talking, that our Garments ſeem 


now as freſh as when we were at Tunis at the Marriage 


of your Daughter, who is now Queen. 
Ant. And the rareſt that e'er came there. 
Seh. Bate, I beſeech you, Widow Dido. 
Ant. O, Widow Dido? Ay, Widow Dido. | 
Gon, Is not my Doublet, Sir, as freſh as the firſt Day 
I wore it? I mean in a ſort. 
Ant. That fort was well fiſn'd for. 
Gon, When I wore it at your Daughter's Marriage. 
Alon. You cram thele Words into mine Ears again 
The Stomach of my Senſe. Would J had never 
Married my Daughter there! For coming thence 
My Son is loſt, and, in my rate, ſhe too, 
Who is ſo far from Italy removed, 
J ne'er again ſhall ſee her: O thou mine Heir 
Of Naples and of Millan, what ſtrange Fiſt 
Hath made his Meal on thee ? 
Fran. Sir, he may live. 
I ſaw him beat the Swrges under him, 
And ride upon their Backs he trod the Water, 
Whole Enmity he flung aſide ; and breaſted | 
The Surge moſt ſwollen that met him: His bold Hes 
Bove the contentious Waves he kept, and oared 
Himſelf with his good Arms in luſty Strokes 
To th'Shore ; that o'er his wave born Baſis bow d 
As ſtooping to relieve him: I not doubt 
He came alive to Land. 
Alon, No, no, he's gone. 


„ 293 


Leb. Sir, you may thank yourſelf for this great Loſs, 
That would not bleſs our Europe with your Daughter, 
| But rather loſe her to an African; 
Where ſhe, at leaſt, is baniſh'd from your Eye, 
| Who hath Cauſe to wet the Grief ont. 
© WW Alon. Prethee Peace. 
b Seh. You were kneel'd to, and importun'd otherwiſe 
By all of us: And the fair Scul her ſelf 
ind Weigh'd between Loathneſs and Obedience, at 
Which End the Beam ſhould bow. We have loſt your 
fear for ever: Millan and Naples have [Son 
More Windows in them of this buſineſs making, 
dem Than we bring Men to comfort them: 
ave The Fault's your own. 
Alon. So is the dear'ſt o'th' Lots, 
Gon, My Lord Sebaſtian, | 
The Truth you ſpeak doth lack ſome Gendenel 
And Time to ſpeak it in: You rub the Sore 
Dy When you ſhould bring the Plaiſter. 
Seb. Very Well. 
| Ant. And molt Chirurgeonly. 
be. Gon. It is foul Weather in us all, good Sir, 
aint When you are only. 
Seb. Foul Weather? 
Ant. Very Foul. | 
Con. Had I the Plantation of this Iſle, my Lord, 
Ant. He'd ſow't with Nettle-ſeed. 
Seb. Or Docks, or Mallows. | 
Gon. And were the King on't, what would | do ? 
Seb Scape being drunk, for want of Wine, 
Gon. I'th' Commonwealth I would, by contraries, 
Execute all things : For no kind of Traflick 
Would I admit; not Name of Magiſtrate ; 
Letters ſhould not be known ; Riches, Poverty, 
And uſe of Service, none; Contract, Succeſſion, 
Bourn, Bound of Land, Tilth, Vineyard none; 
No uſe of Metal, Torn, or Wine, or Oyl; 
No Occupation, all Men idle, all, 
And Women too; but innocent and pure; 
No Sovereignty. 
Seb. Vet he would be King on't. 
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Ant. The latter end of his Commonwealth forgets the Ar 
beginning. | 

Goy, All things in common Nature ſhould produce 


Without Sweat or Endeavour. Treaſon, Felony, 
Sword, Pike, Knife, Gun, or need of any Engine : 
Would I not have, but Nature ſhould bring forth, 
Of its own kind, all Foyzon, all Abundance Do 
To feed my innocent People. My 

Seb. No marrying 'mong his Subjects? 2 
Ant, None, Man; all idle; Whores and Enaves, Thi 
Gor. I would with ſuch Perfection govern, Sir, Ss Wi 
J excell the Golden Age. Vo 
Seb. Save your Majeſty. Anc 
Ant. Long live Gonzalo. Wh 
Gon. And do you mark me, Sir ? * 
Alon. Prithee no more; thou doſt talk nothing to me, ¶ Dro 
Gon, I do well believe your Highneis, and did it to S, 
miniſter Occaſion to theſe Gentlemen, who are ot {uch 4 
nimble Lungs, that they always ule to laugh at nothing, Se 
Ant. I was you we laugh'd at. It 18 


Gon. Who, in this kind of merry fooling, am nothing N Out 
to you: So you may continue, and laugh at nothing id. W This 
Ant, What a Blow was there given ? With 
Seb. And it had not fallen flat- long. And 
Gon. You are Gentlemen of brave Metal; you would A. 
lift the Moon out of her Sphere, if ſhe would continue | hoy 


in it ive Weeks withaat changing. Wai! 
Enter Ariel playing folemn Mi fick. Seb 

Seh. We would io, and then go a Bat-towling. Ther 
Aut. Nay, good my Lord be not angry. An 


Gon. No ] warrant you, I will not adventure my D. last 
ſcretion fo weakly : Will you laugh me aſleep, for | am Wlrgul 


very heavy. ds. 
Ant. Go ſleep, and hear us. | Anz 

Alon. What, all ſo ſoon aſleep? I wiſh mine Eyes deb. 
Would with themſelves, ſhut up my Thoughts: ered 
T find they are inclin'd to do. ſo. Aut. 
Seb, Pleafe you, Sir, | „vou 
Do not omit the heavy Offer of it: Vhiiſt 
It ſeldom viſits Sorrow; when it doth, du m 
It is a Comforter. 


Ant. We two, my Lord | | 
Will guard your Perſon, while you take your Rc 
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And watch your Safety, 
Alon. Thank you : Wondrous heavy. . 
[All Sleep but Seb, and Ant. 
Seb. What a ſtrange Drowſineſs poſſeſſes hem? 
Ant. It is the Quality o' th Climate. 
Sch. Why 
Doth it not then our Eye. lids fink? I find not 
Myſelf ditpos'd to fleep. 
Aut. Nor I, my Spirits are nimble : 
They fel] together all, as by Conſent 
; hey dropt, as by a Thunder-froke. What might 
Vorthy Schaſtian - O, what might — no more. 
And yet, methinks I fee it in thy Face: 
What thou ſhouldſt be: The Occaſion ſpeaks thee, and 
\ly ſtrong Imagination fees a Crown 
Dropping upon thy Head. 
Seb. What, art thou waking ? 
Ant, Do you not hear me ipeak * 
Seb. I do; and ſurely 
It is a fleepy Language, and thou ſpeak'ſt 
Out of thy fleep: What is it thou didſt fay ? 
This is a ſtrange Repoſe, to be aſleep 
With Eyes wide open: Standing, ſpeaking, moving, 
And yet ſo faſt aſleep. 
Ant, Noble Sebaſtian, 
thou let'ſt thy Fortune ſleep ; die rather : WInk'ſt 
Whilſt thou art waking. 
Seb. Thou doſt ſnore diſtinctly; 
There's meaning in thy Snores. 
Ant, 1 am more ſerious than my Cuſtom. Yen 
Muſt be ſo too, if you heed me; which to do. 
irgub! es thee o'er. 
. Well: 1 am ſtanding Water. 
In teach you how to flow. 
Hy Do fo: to ebb 
Heredi ary Sloth as me, 
Aut. O 
vou but knew how you the Purpoſe cheriſh, 
Vhi' thus you mock it; how in ſtripping it 
ou more inveſt it: E bbing Men, indeed, 
loſt often do ſo near the Bottom run, 
their own Fear or Sloth, 
B. Seb: 
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Seb. Prithee ſay on, 

The ſetting of thine Eye and Cheek proclaim 
A Matter from thee; and a Birth, indeed, 
Which throws thee much to yield, 

Ant. Thus, Sir: | 
Altho' this Lord of weak Remembrance; this 
Who ſhall be of as little Memorv - 
When he is earth'd, hath here almoſt perſuaded 
(For he's a Spirit of Perſuaſion, only 
Profeſſes to perſuade) the King his Son's alive ; 
"Tis as impoſſible that he's undrown'd, 

As he that ſleeps here, ſwims. 

Seb. I have no Hope 
That he's undrown'd. | 

Ant. O, out of that no Hope, | 
What great Hope have you : No Hope that way, is 
Another way ſo high an Hope, that even 
Ambition cannot pierce a Wink beyond, 

But doubt Diſcovery there. Will you grant with me, 
That Ferdinand is drown'd ? 

Seb. He's gone. Ty | 

Ant. Then tell me who's the next Heir of Naples“? 

Seb. KM.. - --: - 7 | 

Ant. She that is Queen of Tunis; ſhe that dwells Who, 
Ten Leagues beyond Man's Life; ſhe that from Naples 
Can have no Note, unleſs the Sun were Poſt, 3 
The Man i' th' Moon's too flow, till new born Chins 
Be rough, and razorable ; ſhe from whom 
We all were Sca-iwallow'd, the ſome caſt again, 
And by that Deſtiny to perform an Act; 

W hereof, what's paſt in Prologue, what to come 
In your's, and my Diſcharge—— f. 

Seb. What Stuff is this? How lay you 
"Tis true, my Brother's Daughter's Queen of Tunis, Ml 
So is ſhe Heir of Naples, 'twixt which Regions 
There is fome Space. 

Ant. A Space whoſe ev'ry Cubit 
Seems to cry out, How ſhall that Caribe“! 
Meaſure us back by Naples? keep in Tunis, 
And let Sebaſtian wake. Say, this were Death 
That now hath ſeiz d them, why they weren gong 
Than now they are: There be that can tale e 
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k; well as he that ſleeps ; Lords, that can prate 
As amply, and unneceſſarily 
1; this Gonzalo; I myſelf could make 
4 Cough of as deep Chat; O, that you bore 
The Mind that I do; what a Sleep were this 
for your Advancement? Do you underſtand me ? 
deb. Methinks I do. 
Ant. And how does your Content 
Tender your own good Fortune ? 
MW $6. I remember 
boa did ſupplant your Brother Pe aber 
Ant. True. 
Ind look how well my Garments fit upon me, 
Mach feater than before My Brother's Servants 
Were then my Fellows, now they are my Men. 
15 Seb. But for your Conſcience. 
Ant. Ay, Sir; where lyes that? If 'twere a Kybe 
Twould put me to my Slipper: But I feel not 
ey = Deity in my Boſom. Twenty Conſcie nces 
hat ftand 'twixt me and Millan, candied be they, 
zu melt e'er they moleſt. Here ly es your Brother; 
No better than the Earth he lyes upon, 
I he were that which now he's like, that's dead; 
s MVhom J with this obedient Steel, three Inches of it, 
ables Nan lay to Bed for ever: Whilſt you doing thus, 
Jo the perpetual Wink for ay might put 
This ancient Morſel, this Sir Prudence, who 
Mould not upbraid our Courſe. For all the reſt 
Irhey'il! take Suggeſtion, as a Cat laps Milk ; 
2 tell the Cock, to any Bufineſs that 
We ſay befits the Hour. 
Seb. Thy Caſe, dear Friend, 
all be my Preſident : As thou got'ſt Millan, 
ll come by Naples. Diaw thy Sword, one Stroke 
fall free thee from the Tribute which thou payeit, 
and I the King thall love thee, 
Ant, Draw together : 
ad when I rear my Hand, do you the like 
lo fall it on Gongals. 
deb. O, but one Word. 
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To make an Earthquake; Sure it was the Roar 
Of a whole Herd of Lions. 


Or that we quit this Place; let's draw our Weapons. 


Enter Ariel with Mufick and Song. | 

Ari. My Maſter through his Art foreſees the Danger 

That you, his Friend, are in; and ſends me fort 
(For elſe his Project dies) to keep them living I; 
[Sings in Gonzelo's E ar, ; 

While you do here ſnoring lie, 


Open-ey'd Confbiracy ( 
His time doth take: © 0 
F Life you keep à Care, 3” 


Shake off Slumber, and beware, 

| Aware, awake, | 
Ant. Then let us both be ſudden. 
Gon. Now, good Angels preſerve the King, 

I hey <va/g 
Alon. Why how now ho? awake ? why ee drawn 
Wherefore this ghaſtly Looking? 

Gon. What's the matter ? 

Seb. While we ſtood here ſecuring your Repoſe, 


Even now we heard a hollow Burſt of bellowing J 


Like Bulls, or rather Lions; did't not wake you * 
It ſtrook mine Ear moſt terribly. 

Alon. J heard nothing. 

Ant. O, twas a Din to fright a Monſter s Ear, 


Alon. Heard you this, Gonzalo ? 
Gon. Upon mine Honour, Sir, I heard a Humming 
And that a firange one too, which did awake me! 


I ſhak'd you, Sir, and cry'd, as mine Eyes open'd, | . 


J ſaw their Weapons drawn: there was a Noiſe, 
That's verily. Tis beſt we ſtand upon our Guard; 


Alon. Lead off this Ground, and let's make turth 


For my poor Son. (Sean 
Gon. Heav'ns keep him foe theſe Beaſts : 
For he is ſure i' th' Iſland, 


Alon. Lead away. 
Ari Proſpero, my Lord, ſhall know what I have 00 


So, King, go ſafely on to ſeek thy Son. [ Exeu 
8 CEN 
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7 SCENE HU. 
Inter Caliban with a Burden of Waod, a Noije of” 
Thunder heard. 


Cal. All the Infections that the San ſucks up, 
from Bogs, Fens, Flats, on Proffer fall, and make him 
I Inch-meal a Diſeaſe : His Spirits hear me, 

ind yet I needs muſt curſe. But they'll not pinch, 
eight me with Urchin Shews, pitch me i' th' Mue,. 

Nor lead me, like a Firebrand, in the Dark 

ut of my way, unleſs he bid 'em; but 
or every trifle are they ſet upon me; 

ometime like Apes, that moe and chatter at me, 
Wind after bite me ; then like Hedge-hogs, which 
ie tumbling in my Bare foot-way, and mount 
heir pricks at my Foot-fall; ſometime am 1 
| wound with Adders, who with cloven Tongues : 

Jo hits me into Madneſs, Lo! now! lo! 
| Enter Trinculo. 
ere comes a Spirit of his, and to torment me, 
for bringing Wood in ſlowly : P11 fall flat, 

erchance he will not mind me. 5 
7. Here's heither Buſh nor Shrub to bear off any Wea-- 
r at all, and another Storm brewing : I hear it ſing 
eh Wind: Yond fame black Cloud, yond huge one, 

Wks like a foul Bumbard that would ſhed his Liquor. 
it ſhould Thunder as it did before, I know not where 
ide my Head: Yond ſame Cloud cannot chuſe but 
1: W by Pail-fuls. What have we here, a Man or a Fiſh ? 


a”, 


» 


a ad or alive? A Fiſh; he ſmells like a Fiſh : A very an- 
E ith nt and fiſh-like Smell. A kind of, not of the neweſt, . 
(Sear r Fohn: A ſtrange Fiſh; were I in Enz/and now, as 


Wh: | was, and had but this Fiſh painted, not an Holy- 
ol there but would give a piece of Silver; there 
ud this Monſter make a Man; any ftrange Beaſt 
re makes a Man: When they will not give a Doit to 
ve a lame Beggar, they will lay out ten to ſee a dead 
ian, Leg'd like a Man] and his Fins like Arms! warm 
ty troth ; 1 do now let looſe my Opinion, hold it no 
ger; this is no Fiſh, but an Iſlander, that hath lately 
«nd by a Thunder-bolt, Alas! the Storm is come 


B 3 again. 
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again. My beſt way is to creep under his Gaberdine: 

1 here is no other Shelter hereabout ; Miſery acquaint à 

Man with ſtrange Bedfellows : I will here ſhrowd til 

the Dregs of the Storm be paſt. 
Enter Stephano” /inging. 

Ste. [/hall no more to Sea, to Sea, here ſpall I die u. hurt, 
This is a very ſcurvy Tune to ſing at a Man's 
Funeral: Well, here's my Comfort. (Drink; 

Sings. The Maſter, the Savabber, the Boatſwain aud 
The Gunner, and his Mate, | 
Liv'd Mall, Meg, and Marrian and Margery, 
But none of us car d for Kate; 
For foe had a Tongue with a Tang, 

Mould cry to a Sailor go hang: © 


She lewd not the Sawour of Tar nor of Pitch, ſ 
Yet a Taylor might ſcratch her where er ſhe did itch. h 
Then ta Sea, Boys, and let her go hang. tr 
This is a ſcurvy Tune too SS " 

But here's my Comfort. [Dr in © 


Cal. Do not Torment me: Oh! 
Ste. What's the Matter? | ; 
Fave we Devils here? T 
Do you put Tricks upon's with Salvages, and Men ! 

Inde? ha? I have not ſcap'd drowning to be afraid nd 
of your ſour Legs; for it hath been ſaid, as proper a) pe 
as ever went on four Legs cannot make him g Fr 
Ground; and it ſhall be ſaid fo again, while S/ | 
b:exthes at his Noftrils. 15 
Cal. The Spirit torments me: Oh! the 

Ste. This is ſome Monſter of the Iſle with four Le o 
who las got, as I take it, an Ague : Where the D <4 
ſhould he learn our Language? I will give him {ome 
lief if it be but for that: If I can recover him, 
keep him tame, and get to Naples with him, he's a 
ſent ſor any Emperor that ever trod on Neat-Leati 

Cal. Do not Torment me, prithee ; I'll bring 


Wood home faſter. | | 20, 
Ste. He's in a Fit now; and does not tall after 8. 
Wileſt: He ſhall taſte of my Bottle. If he hewe 108 Not « 
drunk Wine afore, it will go near to remove his Fit. we 
f 


I can recover him, and keep bim tame, I Will not! 


cl, | 


Drink 


Men 
aid ne 
er aN 
im gt 


Stef be 


Ur Le 
he De 
ſome 

him, 
he's a 
<-Leatl 


bring 


K after 
have ne 
his Fit. 


311 not! 


TEMPEST. 


The 31 


too much for him; he ſhall pay for him that hath him, 
ard that ſoundly. | 

Cal. Thou doſt me yet but little hurt; thou wilt a- 
non, I know it by thy Trembling: Now Proſper works 
upon thee, | 

Ste. Come on your ways; open your Mouth; here is 
that which will give Language to you, Cat; open your 
Mouth; this will ſhake your ſhaking, I can tell you, and 
that ſoandly: You cannot tell who's your Friend; open 
your Chaps again. 

Tri, I ſhould know that Voice 
It ſhould be — | 
But he is drown'd : and theſe are Devils; O! defend me. 

Ste. Four Legs, and two Voices; a molt delicate Mon- 
fer: his Forward Vcice now is to fpeak of his Friend; 
his backward Voice is to utter foul Speeches, and to de- 
tract. If all the Wine in my Pottle will recover him, 1 
will help his Ague : Come ! Amen! I will pour ſome in 
thy other Mouth, | | 

Tri. Stephan. 

Ste. Doth thy other Mouth call me? Mercy! Mercy! 
This is a Devil, and no Monſter: I will leave him; 
I have no long Spoon. e 
Ti. Ste hang: If thou beet Stephano, touch me, and 
ſpeak to me; for I am Trincale; be not afraid, thy good 
Friend Trinculo, | 8 | 

Ste. If thou beeſt Trinculo come forth, I'II pull thee 
by the leſſer Legs: If any be Trincalo's Legs, theſe are 
they. Thou art very Trincu/s indeed: How cam'f thou 
to * Siege of this Moon-calf? Can he vent Trin- 
culo S! | | 

Tri. I took him to be kill'd with a Thunder-ſtroke : 
But art thou not drown'd, Stephano? I hope now thou 
art not drown'd: Is the Storm over-blown ? I hid me 
under the dead Moon-calf*'s Gaberdine, ſor fear of the 
Storm: ard art thou living Stephan? O Stephano, two 
Neopolitans icap'd ? 1 

Ste. Prithee do not turn me about, my Stomach is 
not conſtant. 5 

Cal. Lheſe be fine things, and if they be not Sprights: 
That's a brave God, and bears Celeſtial Liquor 1 will 
kneel to him. 
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Ste. How didſt thou ſcape? 
How cam'ft thou hither? 
Swear by this Bottle how thou cam'ſt hither : I eſcap', 
upon a Butt of Sack, which the Sailors heav'd oer 
board, by this Bottle ! which I made of the Bark of a 
Tree, with mine own Hands, ſince J was caſt aſhore, 
Cal. I (wear, upon that Bottle, to be thy true Sub- 
ject; for the Liquor is not earthly. 
Ste. Here: Swear then how thou eſcap'dit, 


Tri. Swom aſhore, Man, like a Duck; I ean ſwim 


like a Duck, 1 ll be ſworn. 
Ste. Here, kiſs the Bock. 


Tho' thou canſt ſwim like a Duck, thou art made like 


a Goode. 
Tri. O Ster hano, hat any more of this? 
Ste, The Whele Bott, Man; my Cellar is in a Roels 
by th' Sea-ſide, where my Wine is hid: 
How now, Moon-calt, how does thine Ague! * 
Cal, Haſt thou not dropt from Heav'n ? 
Ste. Out o' th' Moon, I do ailure thee, I was the Man 
in th' Moon when time was. 


Cad. I have ſeen thee in her; and I do adore thee: My 


Miſtreſs hew'd me thee, and thy Dog, and thy Bulb. 
Ste. Come {wear to that; kiſs the Book: I will fur- 
niſh it anon with new Contents, Swear. 


Tri. By this good Light, this is a very ſhallow Monſter, 


I atraid of bim? a very ſhal.ow Montter : 
The Mam i' th' Moon? 

A moſt poor credu.ous Monſter: 

Well drawn. Monſter, in good ſooth. 


Cal. I'll ſhew the every fertile Inch o' th' Ile; and | 


will kiſs thy Foot: I prithee be my God, 

Ti. By this Light, a moſt perfidious and drunken 
Monſter ; when his God's afleep he'll rob his Bottle. 
Cal. I'll kiſs thy Foot. I'Il ſwear myſelf thy Subject. 

Ste. Come on then; Down, and ſwear. 

Tri. I ſhall laugh myſelf to Death at this Puppy-head- 
ed Monſter: A moſt ſcurvy Monſter: I could find i in my 
Heart to beat him. 

Ste. Come, kiſs. | 

Tri, But that the poor Monſter's in Drink : 

An abominable Monſter. 
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Cal. I'll ſnew thee the beſt Springs; I'll pluck thee Ber- 


ries; I'll fiſh for thee, and get thee Wood enough. 
A plague upon the Tyrant that I ſerve; 


I'll bear him no more Sticks, but follow thee, thou 


wondrous Man. 


Tri. A moſt riciculous Monſter, to make a Wonder 
of a poor Drunkard. 5 


Cal. I prithee let me bring thee were Crabs grow ; 
and IJ with my long Nails will dig thee Pig-nuts ; ſhow 
tieea Jay's Neſt, and inſtruct thee how to ſnare the nim- 


ble Marmazet, I'Il bring thee to cluſtring Filberds, and 
ſometimes I'Il get thee young Scamels from the Rock. 


Wilt thou go wich me? 

Ste. I prithee now lead the way without any more 
talking. T--inculo, the King and all our Company elſe be- 
ing drown'd, we will inherit here; here, bear my Bottle, 
Fellow Trinculo, we'll fill him by and by again. 

Caliban /ings drunkenty. 
Farewel Master; farcævel. fartavel. | 
Tri. A howling Monſter; a drunken Monſter, 
Cal. No more Dams Ji make for Fiſh, 
Nor fetch in Firing, at requiring _ 
Nor fgrape Trenchering, nor arab Dil. 
Bun, Ban', Cacalyban | 5 
Has a new Maſter, got a new Man. 


Freedom, hey-day, hey-day Ficedom, Freedom, hey-day - 


Freedom. 
Ste. O brave Monſter lead the way. (Fxtuxt. 


rr . ce ri cr ir ir & i ar ir & ir & r e 
r n 


Enter Ferdinand, bearing a Log. 


Fer. Here be ſome Sports are pꝛinſul, and their Labour 


Delight in them ters off: Some kinds of Baſeneſs 


Are nobly undergone, and molt poor Matters 

Point to rich Ends; this my mean Task 

Would be as heavy to me, as odious, but 

The Miltcſs which I ferve, quickens what's dead, 
B 5 
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And makes my Labours Pleaſures: O ſhe is 
Ten times more gentle than her Father's crabbed ; 
And he's compos'd of Harſnneſs. I muſt remove 


Some thouſands of theſe Logs and pile them up, 


Upon a ſore Injunction; my ſweet Miſtreſs 
Weeps when ſhe ſees me work, and ſays ſuch Baſeneſs 
Had never like Executor ; I forget ; 


But theſe ſweet Thoughts do even refreſh my Labours, Þ 
Moſt buſy leaſt when I do it. | 
Enter Miranda, and Proſpero at a Diftance unjeer. 


Mira, Alas, now pray you, 


| Work not ſo hard; I would the Lightning had 
| Burnt up thoſe Logs that thou'rt enjoin'd to pile: 
Pray ſet it down and reſt you; when this burns 


*I'will weep for having weary'd you; my Father 
Is hard at ſtudy, pray now reſt yourſelf, 


He's ſafe for theſe three Hours. 


Fer. O moſt dear Miſtreſs, 
The Sun will ſet before I ſhall diſcharge 
What I muſt ſtrive to do. 

Mira, If you'll fit down, 


I'll bear your Logs the while. Pray give me tha! 
Tl carry it to the Pile. 


Fer. No, precious Creature, 
I had rather crack my Sinews, break my Back, 
Than you ſhould ſuch Diſhonour undergo, 
While I fit lazy by. 

Mira. It would become me, 
fs well as it does you ; and I ſhould do it 
With much more Eaſe ; for my Good-wall is to it; 
And yours it is againſt. | | | 

Pro. Poor Worm, thou art infeQed, 

This Viſitation ſhews it. : 

Mira. You look wearily. | 


Fer. No, noble Miſtreſs, tis treſh Morning with me 


When you are by at Night, I do beſeech you, 
Chiefly that I might ſet it in my Prayers, 
What is your Name?) 

Mira. Miranda. O my Father, 
I have broke your Heſt to fay fo. 
Admr'd Miranda! | 
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What's deareſt to the World ; full many a Lady 
[ have ey'd with beſt Regard, and many a time 
Th' Harmony of their 'Tongues hath into Bondage 
Brought my too diligent Ear; for ſeveral Virtues 
Have I liF'd ſeveral Women, never any 
With ſo full Soul, but ſome Defect in her 
Did quarrel with the nobleſt Grace ſhe ow'd, 
And put it to the Foil. But you, O you, 
So perfect, and ſo peenleſs, are created 
Of every Creature's beſt. 

Mira. I do not know 
One of my Sex; no Woman's Face remember, 
Save, from my Glaſs, mine own ; nor have I ſeen 
More than J may call Men, than your good Friend, 
And my dear Father; how Features are abroad 
I am skilleſs of; but my Modeſty, 
The Jewel in my Dower, I would not wiſh 
Any Companion in the World but you; 
Nor can Imagination form a Shape, 
Beſides yourſelf, to like of; but I prattle 
Something too wildly, and my Father's Precepts 
I therein do forget. 

Fer. J am, in my Condition, 


A Prince, Miranda, I do think a King; 


I would not fo, and would no more endure 
This wooden Slavery, than to ſuffer 

The fleſh-flie blow my Mouth. Hear my Soul ſpeak; 
The very inſtant that I ſaw you, did 

My Heart fly to your Service, there reſides 

To make me Slave to it, and for your ſake 

Am I this pat.ent Log-man. 

Mira, Do you love me? 

Fer, O Heav'n, O Earth, bear Witneſs to this Sound, 
And crown what I profels with kind F vent, 
If I ſpeak true; if hollowly, invert _ 
What beſt is boaded me, to Miſchief ; I, 
Beyond all limit of what elſe i th World, 
Do love, prize, honour you. 

Mira. lam a Fool 
To weep at what I am glad ef. 
Pro. Fair Encounter | 


36 The TrwmpyesT. 


On that which breeds between em. 


Fir. Wherefore weep you ? \ 
Mira. At mine Unworthineſs, that dare not offer 
| What I deſire to give, and much leſs take 
| What I ſha'l die to want: But this is trifling, 
| And all the more it ſeeks to hide itſelf, | y 
| The bigger Bulk it ſhews, Hence baſhful . 
And prompt me plain and holy Innocence. a 
| 1 am your Wife, if you will marry me; 
| If not. I'll die your Maid: to be your Fellow P 
| Ycu may deny me; but I'll be your Servant, 
| Whether you will or no. to 
| Fer. My Miſtreſs, deareſt, | ch 
E And I thus humble ever. 82 
* Mira My Hutband then? be 
Fer Ay, with a Heart fo willing 
As Bondage e'er of Freedom: here's my Hand. m. 
Mira. And mine, with my Heart in't; and now farews! 
| "Fi! half an hour hence, a 
| Fer. A thou/and, thouſand. (Exeun, 
|. Pro. So glad of this as they I cannot be, 
| Who are furpriz'd with all: but my rejoicing S 
| At neth:ing can be more. I'll to my Book, ite 
! Far yet c'er Supper time mult I perform = = 
Much Buſineſs appertaining, | CExit-- he: 
| { 
| SCENE II. I 
1 Enter Caliban, Stephano, nd Trinculo. 
Se. Tell not me; when the Butt is out, we will drink A! 
if Vater, not a drop before; therefore bear up, and board Of 
deem, Servant Monſter; drink to me. : 
| Ti. Servant Monſter ! the Folly of this Iſland ! they ( 
lay there's but five upon this Iſle; we are three of them, I 1 
if _ other two be brain'd like us, the State totters. I de 
See. Drink, Servant Monlier, when I bid thee; thy = 
Eyes are almoſt let in thy Head. | Py 
Ji. Where ſt.ould they be let elle; he were a brave i 
Monſter in:!ced it they were ſet in his Tail. 8 
Ste. y Man Monſter hath drown'd his Tongue in 0 
Sack; ior ny Part the Sea cannot drown me. I ſwam, Fro. 
Rey 


cer 1 could recover the Shore, five and thirty Leagues 
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of and on; by this Light thou ſhalt be my Lieutenant 
Monſter, or my Standard. 

Trin. Your Lieutenant, if you liſt, he's no Standard. 

Ste. We'll not run, Monſieur Monfter. 

Trin. Nor go neither ; but you'll lye like Dogs, and 
yet ſay nothing neither. 

Ste, Moon-calf, ſpeak. once in thy Life, if thou beeſt 
a Moons calf. 

Cal. How does thy Honour ? Let me lick thy Shoce ; 
Fl not ſerve him, he is not valiant. 

Trin. Thou lyeſt moſt ignorant Monſter, I am in cafe 
to jultie a Conſtable 3 why thou deboſh'd Fiſh, thou, was 
there ever Man a Coward, that hath drunk ſo much . 
Sack as I to Day ! wilt thou tell me a monſtrous Lye, # 
being but half a Fiſh and half a Monſter ? 4 

Cal. Lo how he mocks me: Wilt thou let him, | 
my Lord? 

Trin. Lord, quoth he! that a Monſter ſhould be ſuch 
a Natural ! 

Cal. Lo, lo, again ; bite him to Death, I prithee, 

Ste. Trqzciuio, keep a good Tongue in your Head; if 
you prove a Mutineer, the next Free. the poor Man- 


ſter's my Subject, and he ſhall not ſuffer Indignity. 


Cal. I thank my noble Lord. Will thou be pleas'd to 
hearken once again to the Suit I made to thee? _ 

Ste. Marry will I ; kneel and repeat it; 

I will ſtand, and ſo ſhall Trinculs, 
Enter Anel invifiole. 

Cal. As I told thee before, I am ſubject o a a Tyrant, I, 
A Sorcerer, that by his Cunning hath cheated me 14 
Of the Ifland. 

Ari, Thau lyeſt. 

Cal. Thou lyeſt, thou jeſting Monkey thou; 4 
I would my valient Maſter would deſtroy thee; wo 
do not lye. |, 

Ste. Trinculo, if you trouble him any more in's Tate, 0 
By this Hand, I will ſupplant ſome of your Teeth. | 

Trin. Why, I faid nothing. 

Ste. Mum then, and no more ; proceed, 

Cal. I fay by Sorcery he got this Iſle, 

From me he got it. If thy Greatneſs will 
Revenge it on him, for I know thou dar'it, 
But this thing dare not. Ste. 
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Ste. That's moſt certain, 

Cal, Thou ſhalt be Lord of it, and I'll ſerve thee. 

Ste, How now, ſhall this be compall ? 
Can'ſt thou bring me to the Party ? 

Cal, Yea, yea, my Lord, I'll yield him thee aſleep, 
Where thou may'ſt knock a Nail into his Head. 

Ari. Thou heft, thou canſt. not. 

Cal. What a py'd Ninny's this? Thou ſcurvy Patch 


I do beſeech thy Greatneſs give him Blows, 
And take his Bottle from him ; when that's gone 


He ſhall drink nought but Brine ; for 111 not ſhew him 
Where the quick Freſhes are. 5 
Ste. Trinculo, run into no further Danger : 
Interrupt the Monſter one Word further, and by this Hand 
I'll turn thy Mercy out o' Doors, and make a Stock- 
fiſh of thee. 

Trin. Why, what did I? I did nothing; 
T'!l go no further off, 

Ste. Didſt thou not ſay ke ly'd ? 

Ari. Thou lieſt. 

Ste. Do I ſo? Take thou that, [Beats lin 
As you like this, give me the Lye another time. 

Trin. I did not give thee the Lye ; out o'your Wis 


and Hearing too ? 
A pox o'your Bettie, this can Sack and Drinking do; 


A murrain on your Monſter, and the Levil take you i 


nes 

Cal. Ha, ha, ha. 

Ste. Now forward with your Tale ; prithee ſtand fur 
ther oft. 

Cal. Beat him enough; after a little time 
I'Il beat him too. 

Ste. Stand ſurther; come, proceed. 


| Cal. Why, as I told thee, tis a Cuſtom with hing; 
I'th' Afternoon to ſleep; there thou may'ſt brain ki, 


Having firſt ſeiz d his Books ' or with a Log 
Batter his Skull, or paunch him with a Stake, 
Or cut his Wezand with thy Knife. Remember 
Firſt to poſſeſs his Books; for without them 
He's but a Sot, as I am; nor hath not 

One Spirit to command. '] hey all do hate him 
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As rootedly as I. Burn but his Books; 
He has brave Utenſils, for ſo he calls them, 
Which when he has an Houſe, he" deck withal. 
And that moſt deeply to conſider, is 
The Beauty of his Daughter, he himſelf 
Calls her a Non-pariel : J never ſaw a Woman 
But only Sycorax my Dam, anck ſhe ; 
But ſhe as far ſurpaſſes Sycorax 
n' As greatelt does the leaſt, 
| Ste. Is it ſo brave a Laſs? 
| Cal. Ay, Lord, ſhe will become thy Bed, I warrant 
wy And bring thee forth br-ve Brood. 
Ste. Monſter, I will kill this Man: His Davghter 
and I will be King and Queen, ſave our Graces: and 
nd Frinculo and thyſelf ſhall be Vice-Roys. 
ck. Doſt thou like the Plot, Trinculo ? 
| Trin. Excellent. 
Ste. Give me thy Hand; I am ſorry I beat thee : 
But while thou liv'ſt keep a good Tongue in thy Head. 
Cal. Within this half Hour will he be aſleep; 
KF Wilt thou deſtroy him then? 
Ste. Ay, on my Honour. 
Ari. This will I tell my Maſter. 


; Let us be jocund, Will you troul the Catch 
„ You taught me but whileare ? 
a Ste. At thy Requeſt, Monſter, I will do Reaſon, 
And Reaſon: Come on, Trinculs let us fing. [Sings. 
Flout en, and ſtout em: and ſrout em, and flout em; 
Thought is free. 
Cal. That's not the Tune. 
[Ariel plays the Tune on a Taber and Pipe 
Ste. What is the ſame ? 
F Trin. This is the Tune of our Catch, plaid by the 
2 PiQture of No-body. 
004 Ste. If thou be'ſt a Man, ſhew thyſelf in thy Likeneſs; 
If thou be'ſt a Devil, take it as thou liſt. 
Trin, O forgive me my Sins. 
Ste. He that dies pays all Debts: 1 A thee. 
Mercy upon us! 


Cal. Art thou afraid? 


Ste. 


Cal. Thou mak'ſt me merry; | am full of Plealure 3 $:. 
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Ste. No, Monſter, not T. 
Cal. Be not afraid; the Iſle is full of Noiſes, 


Sounds, and ſweet Airs, that give delight, and hurt not, 


Sometimes a thouſand twangling Inſtruments 
Will hum about mine Ears; and ſometimes Voices, 


That if I then bad wak'd after long Sleep, 
Will make me ſleep again; and then in dreaming, 


The Clouds methought would open, and ſhew Riche: 


Ready to drop upon me, that when I wak'd 
I cry'd to dream again. 

Ste. This will prove a brave Kingdom to me, 
Where I ſhall have my Muſick for nothing. 
Cal. When Proſper is deſtroy'd. 

Ste. That ſhall be by and by: 
J remember the Story. | 

Zig. The Sound is going away; 
Let's follow it, and after do our Work. 

oe, Lead, Monſter ; 

We'll follow. 1 would I could ſee this Taborer, 
He lays it on. | | 

Frin. Wilt come? 
I'il follow Stephane. 


8 CE NE 111. 


Franciſco, Cc. 
Gon. By'r lakin, I can go no further, Sir, 
My old Bones ake : Here's a Maze trod indeed 


I needs muſt reſt me. 
Allen. Old Lord, I cannot blame thee, 

Who am myſelf attach > with Wearineſs 
'To th' dulling of my Spirits; fit down and reſt: 
Even here 1 Will put off my Hope, and keep it 
No longer for my Flatterer: He is drown'd, 
Whom thus we fray to End, and the Sea mocks. 
Our fruſtrate Search. of Land. Well, let him go. 
At. I am righ: glad that he's ſo out of Hope, 
Do not, for one Repulle, foxego the Purpoſe 
That you reſolv'd t'effect. 


LL XENA, 


Enter Alonſo, Sebaſtian, Anthonio, Gonzalo, Adnan, 


Through Forth rights and Meanders , by your Patience, 


Gb, 
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Seb. The next Advantage will we take throughly. 
Int. Let it be to Night; 

For, now they are oppreſs'd with Travel, they 
Will not, nor cannot uſe ſuch Vigilance 

As when they are freſh. 


Solemn and ſtrauge Muſick, and Proſpero on the Jop indi- 
Able. Enter jeveral flrange Shapes, bringing in a Ban- 
guet; and dance about it with gentle Actions of Saluta- 
tion, and inviting the King, &c. to eat, they depart. 


Seb. I fay to Night: No more. | 

Alon. What Harmony is this? My good Friends, hark. 

Gon. Marvellous ſweet Muſick! 

Alon. Give us kind Keepers, Heav'n; what are theſe! 

Seb. A living Drollery. Now I will believe 
That they are Unicorns; that in Arabia 
There is one Free, the Phoenix Throne, one Phœnix 
At this Hour reigning there. 8 
. I believe both: = | 
And what does elſe want Credit, come to me, 
And I'll be {worn 'tis true. Travellers ne'er did lie, 
Though Fools at home condemn em. Oo. 

Gen, If in Naples | | | 
I ſhould report this now, would they believe me? 
If I ſhould ſay I faw ſuch Iſlanders: 
(For certes theſe are People of the Iſland) 
Who tho' they are of monſtruous Shape, yet note 
Their Manners are more gentle, kind, than of 
Our human Generation you ſhall find 
Many, nay, almoft nay. 

Pro. Honeſt Lord, 5 
Thou haſt ſaid well; for ſome of you there preſent 
Are worſe than Devils. 

Alon. I cannot too much muſe, 


| Such Shapes, ſuch Geſture, and ſuch Sound, expreſſing, 
| Although they want the uſe of Tongue, a kind 


Of excellent dumb Diſcourſe. 
Pro, Praiſe in departing. 
Fran, They vaniſh'd ſtrangely. 
Seb, No matter, fince 


They 
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They have left their Viand behind; for we have Stomach: 
Wilt pleaſe you taſte of what 1s here ? 

Alon. Not T. 

Gon. Faith Sir, you need not fear. When we were Boys, 
Who would believe that there were Mountaineers, | 
Dew-lapt like Bulls, whoſe Throats had hanging at em 
Wallets of Fleſh? or that there were ſuch Men 
Whoſe Heads ſtood in their Breaſts! which now we find 
Each Putter out of five tor one will bring us 
Good warrant of. . 

Alon, I will ſtand to, and feed, 

Although my laſt ; no matter, ſince I feel 
The beſt is paſt. Brother, my Lord, the Duke, 


Stand to, and do as we. 


Thunder and Lightnins, Enter Ariel like a Harpy, clagi 


bis Wings upon the Table, and with a queint Device thz 
Banquet vaniſhes, : 
Ari. You are three Men of Sin, whom Deſiny, 


That hath no Inſtrument this lower World, 


And what is in't, the never-ſurfeited Sea 


 Hath caus'd to belch you up ; and on this Iſland, 


Where Man doth not inhabit, you *mongſt Men 
Being moſt unfit to live: I have made you mad; 
And even with ſuch hke Valour Men hang and drown 
Their proper ſelves: You Fools, I and my Fellows 
Are Miniſters of Fate; the Elements 

Of whom your Swords are temper'd, may as well 
Wound the loud Winds, or with bemockt-at Stabs 

Kill the ftill cloſing Waters, as diminiſh 

One Dowle that's in my Plume: My Fellow-miniſters 


Are like invulnerable. If you could hurt, 
| Your Swords are now too maſhe for your Strengths, 


And will not be up-lifted, But remember, 

For that's iny Buſineſs to you, that you three 

From Millan did ſupplant good Proſpero: 

Expos'd unto the Sea, which hath requit it, 

Him add his innocent Child: For which foul Deed 


The Powers delaying, not forgetting, have 


Incens'd the Seas and Shores, yea, all the Creatures, 
Againſt your Peace: Thee of thy Son, Alonſo, 
They have bereft ; and do pronounce by me, 
Lingring 
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Lingring Perdition, worſe than any Death 

Can be at once, ſhall Step by Step attend 

You and your Ways, whoſe Wraths to guard you from, 
Which here, in this moſt deſolate Iſle, elſe falls 
Upon your Heads, is nothing but Heart's-ſorrow, 

And a clear Life enſuing, 


He wanifhes in Thunder : Then, to ſoft Muſick, Enter the 
Shapes again, and dance with Mocks and Moxwwes, and 
carrying out the Table, i 


Pro, Bravely the Figure of this Harpy haſt thou 
Perform'd, my Ariel; a Grace it had devouring : 
Of my Inſtruction haſt thou nothing bated 


In what thou hadſt to ſay : So with good Life, 


And Obſervation ſtrange, my meaner Miniſters 
Their ſeveral Kinds have done; my high Charms work, 
And theſe, mine Enemies, are all knit up 
In their Diſtractions: They now are in my Power; 
And in theſe Fits I leave them, whilſt I viſit 
Young Ferdinand, whom they ſuppoſe is drown'd, 
And his, and my lov'd Darling, = 
Gon. I'th'Name of ſomething holy, Sir, why ſtand you 


In this ſtrange Stare ? 


An. O, it is monſtrous ! monſtrous! | 
Methought the Billows ſpoke, and told me of it ; 
The Winds did ſing it to me, and the Thunder, 

T hat deep and dreadful Organ-pipe, pronounc'd 
The Name of Pro/per : It did baſe my Treſpaſs, 
Therefore my Son 1'ch* Ooze is bedded; and 

Fl feek him deeper than e'er Plummet ſounded, _ 


And with him there lie mudded. FB 


Seb. But one Fiend at a time, 
I'll fight their Legions o'er. | 
Ant. I'll be thy Second. 5 [Execunt. 
Con. All three of them are deſperate their great Guilt, 
Like Polſon giv'n to work a great time after, 


Now 'gins to bite the Spirits, I do beſeech you, 


That are of ſuppler Joints, follow them ſwiftly, 

And hinder them from what this Extaſy 

May now provoke them to. 8 
Adri. Follow, I pray you. [ Exeunt. 

Wis 0s ACT 
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ACT-1V; SCENE 1. 
Enter Proſpero, Ferdinand, and Miranda, 


Pro. F I have too auſterely puniſh'd you, 

Your Compenſation maks amends ; for 1 
Have given you here a third of mine own Life, - 
Or that for which I live; who once again 


I tender to thy Hand; All thy Vexations 


Were but my Trials of thy Love, and thou 
Halt ſtrangely ſtood the Teſt. Here afore Heav'n 
I ratifie this my rich Gift: O Ferdinand. 
Do not ſmile at me that I boaſt her off; 
For thou ſhalt find ſhe will out- ſtrip all Praiſe, 
And make it halt behind her. | 

Fer. I do believe it 


Againſt an Oracle. 


Pro. Then, as my Gift, and thine 6ewn Acquiſuian 
Worthily purchas'd, take my Daughter, | 
If thou doſt break her Virgin-knot before , 
All ſanctimonious Ceremonies may | 


With full and holy Rite, be miniſtred, 


No ſweet Aſperſion ſhall the Heav'ns let fall 


Jo make this Contract r but barren Hate, 


Sour- ey d Diſdain, and Diſcord ſhall beſtrew 
The Union of your Bed with Weeds ſo loathly 


That you ſhall hate, it both: Therefore take heed, 


As Hymen's Lamps ſhall light you. 
Fer. As I hope | 
For quiet Days, fair Iſſue, and long Life, 
With ſuch Love as tis now, the merkieſt Den, 
The moſt opportune Place, the ſtrong'ſt Suggeſtion, 


Our worſler Genius can, ſhall never melt 


Mine Honour into Luft, to take away 
The Edge of that Day's Celebration, 


When I ſhall think or Phoebus Steeds are founder'd, 
Or Night kept chain'd below. 5 


Pro. Fairly ſpoke; . 
Sit then, and talk with her, ſhe is thine ewn, 
What, Ariel; my induſtrious Servant, Ariel. 


Enter. 
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Euter Ariel. 
Ari. What would my potent Maſter? here I am. 
Pro. Thou, and my meaner Fellows, your laſt Service 
Did worthily perform; and I muſt uſe you 
In ſuch another Trick; go bring the Rabble, 
O'er whom I give thee Power, here, to this Place ? 
Incite them to quick Motion, for I mult 
Beſtow upon the Eyes of this young Couple 
Some Vanity of mine Art; it is my Promile, 
And they expect it from me. 
Ari. Prelently ? 
Pro, Ay, with a Twink. 
Ari. Before you can ſay Come, and go, 
And breathe twice; and cry, So, ſo; 
Each one tripping on his Toe, 
Will be here with Mop and Mow, 
Do you love me, Matter? No? 
Pro. Dearly, my Delicate Ariel; do not approach 
Till thou doſt hear me call, 
Ari. Well, I conceive. [ Exit. 
Pro. Look thou be true ; do not give  Dalliance 
Too much the Rein ; the ſtrongeſt Oaths are Straw 
To th' Fire i'th' Blood: Be mowL.Abtemions, 
Or elſe good night your Vow, 
Fer. 1 warrant you, Sir, | 
The white cold Virgin-Snow upon my Heart, 
Abates the Ardour of my L. ver. 
Pro. Well. 
Now come my Ariel, bring a Corolaryvꝛ. 
Rather than want a 1 appear, and pert iy. 
LS, Mufuch, 
No Tongue; all Eyes; be ſilent. 
| Enter Iris. 
Isis. Ceres, moſt beauteous Lady, the rich Leas 
Of Wheat, Rye, Barley, Fetches, Oats, and Peaſe ; 
Thy taſty Mountains, where live nibling Sheep, 
And flat Meads thatch'd with Stover, them to Keep 3 
Thy Banks with pioned, and tulip'd Brims, 
Which ſpungy April, at thy Heit betrims, 


To make cod Nymphs chaſte Crown; and thy Brooms. * 


Whoſe Shadow the diſmiſſed Batchelor loves, [groves, 
ER Being 
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Being Laſs-lorn; thy pole-clipt Vineyard, To 
And thy Sea-marge ſteril, and rocky hard, Anc 
Where thou thy ſelf do'ſt air; the Queen o'th'Sky, 
Whoſe watry Arch, and Meſſenger, am I 

Bids thee leave theſe, and with her Sov'reign Grace, 

| Here on this Graſs-plot, in this very place 

| Juno deſcends. 

To come, and ſport ; 3 her Peacocks fly amain: 

Approach, rich Ceres, her to entertain. 


| Enter e 
Cer. Hail many-colour'd Meſſenger, that ne'er 
Do'ſt diſobey the Wife of Jupiter: 
Who, with thy Saffron Wings, upon my F lowers 
Diffuſeſt Honey Drops, refreſhing Showers, _ 
And with cach end of thy blue Bow do'ſt crown 
My bosky Acres, and my unſhrub'd Down, 
Rica Scart to my proud Earth ; why hath thy Queer 
Summon'd me hither, to this ſhort-graſs Green:? 
Irin. A Contract of true Love to ; celebrate, 
And ſome Donation freely to cilate 
On the bleſs'd Lovers. 
Cer. Tell me heav'nly Bow, 
If Venus or her Son, as thou do't know, 


Do now attend the Queen ? ſince they did plot 


The Means, that duſky Dis, my Daughter, got ; a 
Her and her blind Boy's ſcandal'd Company Ju 

I, have forſworn. | Th 
| Iris. Of her Society Or 


he not afraid; I met her Deity | 
Cutting the Clouds towards Paphos, and her Son 


Dove-drawn with her; here thought they to have cone W. 

Some wanton Charm upon this Man and Maid, Le. 

Whoſc Vows are, that no Bed. right ſhall be paid An 

TDiill Hynen's Torch b e lighted ; but 1n vain Co 

|  Mars's hot Minton is return'd again; A 
| | Her waſpiſh-heaced Son has broke his Arrows, 

| Swears he will ſhoot no more, but play with PT, Yo 

| And be a Boy right out. 1 

| Cer. Higheit Queen of State, M. 

| Great Juno comes, I know her by her Gate. Ar 


Jun. How does my bountequs Siſter * Go with me 
| To 
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To bleſs this TW ain, that they may proſperous be, 
And honour'd in their Iſſue. a hey Hing. 


Tun. Honour, Riches. Marriage Bleſſing, 
Long Continuance and encreaſing, 
Hourly Joys be ſtill upon you, 

Juno /ings her Bleſſings on yon: 

Earth's T ncreaſa, and Foyſon plenty, 
Barns and Garncrs never empty, 

Vines, with cluſtring Bunches growing, 
Plants, wwith guodly Burthen bowing : 
Spring come 19 you a! the far theſt, 

In the very End of Harweſt: 

Scarcity and Want ſhall jhan you, 
Ceres Ble//ing ſo is on you. 


Fer, This is a moſt majeſtick Viſion, and 
Harmonius charmingly ; may I be bold 
To think theie Spirus ? 

Pre. Spirits which by mine Art 
I have from all their Contines call'd,  ena&t 
My prefent Fancies. 

Fer. Let me live here ever ; 
So rare a wonder'd Father, and a Wife, 
Makes this place Paradiſe. 

Pro. Sweet now, Silence : 
Juno and Ceres whiſper ſeriouſly ; 
There's ſomething elſe to do; huſh, and be mute, 
Or eHe our Spell is marr'd. 

Juno and Ceres whiſper, and ſend Iris on 7; e ment. 

Iris. Vou Ny mphscalb d Nayadesof the winding Brooks, 
With your ſedg d Crowns and ever-harmleſs Looks, 
Leave your criſp Channels, and on this Green- land 
Anſwer your Summons, Juno does Command: 
Come, temperate Nymphs, and help to celebrate 
A Contract of true Love; be not too late. 

Enter certain Nymphs. 

You Sun-burn'd Sicklemen, of Auguſt weary, 
Come hither from the Furrow, and be merry ; 
Make Holy-day ; your Rye-ſtraw Hats put on, 


And theſe freſh Nymphs encounter every one 
In Country footing, 
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„ 


Enter certain Reaper, pr oper ly habited ; they j Join with; Tm 


Nymphs in à graceful Dance; towards the end av here 
Pro pero ſtarts /:ddenly, and jpeaks ; after which ti a F 
range holtav ard confuſed Noiſe, they heax vily Vanih, 7 
Pro. I had forgot that foul Conſpiracy : 

Of the Beall Caliban, and his Confederates, A 
Againſt my Life; the Minute of that Plot T 
Is almeit come, Well done, avoid; no more, T 
Fer. This is ſtrange; your Father's in ſome Paſfie M 
That Works him | rongly. Pp 
Mira. Never *till this Day T 
Saw I him touch'd with Anger, fo diſtemper d. 0 
P.. Yeu do look, my Son in a mov'd tort, 
As if vou were diſmay" d; be chearful, Sir, ＋ 
Our Revels now are ended. Theſe our Actors, T] 
As I foreio'd you, were all Spirits, and . 
Are melted into Air, into thin Air; 
And like the baſeleſs Fabrick of their Viſion, 
The Cloud-capt Towers, the gorgeous Pa aces, N. 
The ſolemn 'I emples, the great Globe itſelf, Hu 
Vea, all which is inherit, ſhall diffolve, An 
And like this inſubſtantial Pageant faded, . 80 
Leave not a Rack behind; we are ſuch Stuff Ry, 
As Dreams are made on, and our little Life En, 
Is rounded with a Sleep. Sir, I am vext ; | 
Bear with my Weakneis, my old Brain is troubled ; C, 
Be not diſturb'd with my Infirmity ; He: 
If thou be pleaſed, retire into my Cell, 5 
And there repoie; a Turn or two Ill Walk Has 
Jo ſtill my beating Mind. | q 
Fer. Mira. We wiſh you Peace. [Eae. bt 
Pro. Comewith a Thought; I thank thee, 4c: Come. 5 
a Tak 
Enter Ariel. T 
Ari. Thy thoughts I cleave to: what's thy Picaſure ! C 
Pro. Spitit, v ve muſt prepare to meet with Calibar. Be R 
Ari. Ay, my Commander, when I preſented Ceres WM Sha, 
I thought to have told thee of it, but 1 fear'd All's 
Leſt I might anger thee. T, 


Pro, Say again, where did{ſi thou kave theſe Vater? $7 
rl 
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Ari. I told you, Sir, they were red hot with drinking? 
So full of Valour, that they {mote the Air 
For breathing in their Faces; beat the Ground 
For kiſſing of their Feet; yet always bending 
Towards their Project: Then I beat my Tabor, 
At which, like unbackt Colts, they prickt their Ear, 
Advanc'd their Eye lids, lifted up their Noſes, 
As they imeit Muſick; fo I charm'd their Ears, 
That, Calt-like, they my Lowing follow'd through 
Tooth'd Briars, ſharp Furzes, pricking Goſs and Thorns 
Which enter'd their frail Shins: At laſt J left them 
Ptl filthy and mantied Pool beyond your Cell, 
There dancing up to th' Chins, that the foul Lake 
O'er ſtunk their Feet. Tn 
Pro. This was well done, my Bird; 
Thy Shape invifible retain thou ſtill; 
The Trumpery in my Houſe, go bring it hither, 
For ſtale to catch theſe Thieves. 
Ari. I go, I go. Ss [ Exit. 
Pro. A Devil, a born Devil, on whoſe Nature 
Nurture can never ſtick ; on whom my Pains, 
Humanly taken, all. all lolt, quite loſt; _ 
And as, with Age, his Body ugher grows, 
So his Mind cankers; I will plague them all, 
Even to roaring : Come, hang on them this Line. 
Enter Ariel haden with gliflering Abparel, &c. Enter 
Caliban, Stephano, and Trinculo, all aver. 
Cal, Pray you tread ſoftly, that the blind Mole may not 
Hear a Foot fall; we now are near his Cell, 
Ste Monſter, your Fair, which you ſays a harmleſs Fairy, 
Has done little better than paid the Tac with us. 
Trin. Monſter, I do (mel. all Horte-pifs, at which 


My Noſe is in great Indignation. | 
Ste. So is mine : Do you hear, Monſter ? If I ſhould 


Take a Diſpleaſure againſt you; look you 
Trin. T hou wert but a loſt Monſter. 
Cal. Good my Lord, give me thy Favour ſtill: 
be patient, for the Prize U'll bring thee to | 
dha.l hood-wink this Miſchance; therefore ſpeak ſoftly 
All's huſht as Midnight yet. + 
Trin. Ay, but to loſe our Bottles in the Pool. 


Sie. There is not only Dilgrace, and Diſhonour in that 
us N 


. Monſter, 
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Monſter, but an infinite Loſs. 
Trin. ']1 hat's more to me thin my ve ting : 
Yet this is your harm'eſs Fairy, Moniter. 
Ste. I will fetch oft my Battle, ; 


Tho I be o'er Ears tor my Labour. 
Cal. Vrethee, my King, be quiet: Sceſt thou here, 
This is the Mouth o'th' Cell; no Noe, and enter; 
Do that good Miſchef which may make this IiHand 
'z hine own for ever; and J, thy Catiban, 6 
For ay thy Foot-licker. v. 
Ste. Give me thy Hand; v. 
J do begin to have bloody Thoughts. T 
Trin. 0 King Stephano! O Peer! O worthy Stephan: | 
Look what a Wardrobe here is {or thee. 
Cal. Let it alone, thou Fcol, it is but Traſh. Li. 
Trin. Oh, ho, Monſter ; we know what be ongs to I 6, 
2 Frippery, O King Stephan. Iz. 
Ste. Put off that Gown, T»>inculo, by this Hand i bo 
have that Gown. 
Trin. Thy Grace ſhall have it. is 
Cal, The Dropſie drown this Foo]; what do you mean 
To doat thus on uch I. uggage? Let's alone, 


And do the Murder fri: 1 he awake, 


From Toe to Crown he'll fill our Skins with Pinche: : | 
Make us ſtrange Stuff. Pro 


Ste. Ee you quict, Monſter. XMIiſtreſe 3 is not th. 


my jerkin? Now is the Jerkin under the Line: Now |ei Goe 
| Kin you are like to loſe your Hair, and prove a ba!c d jerk 4 
Trin. Do, do; we ſteal by Line and Level, anv't ik You 
your Grace. 2 
Ste. I thank thee for that Jeſt, here's a Garmen! for We 
Wit ſhall not go unrewarded while | am Ring 0! i How 
Country Steal by Line and Level, is an exCce-icii Þ A. 
of Pate; there's another Garment tor'c, | In th 
Triz. Monſter, come put ſome Lime upon your 3 Jult a 
gers, and away with the reit. In th 
Cal. I will have none on't; we hall loſe cur i ime They 
And all be turn'd to Birnacles, or to Apes, His I 
With Foreheads villanous low. | And 


Ste. Moniter, lay to your Fingers; help to bear: Brim- 
away, where my Hcgſhead of Wine is, or III vm) Him 
out of my Kingdom; go to, carry this. N lis T 
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Trin. And this, 

Ste. Ay. and this. N 
4 Nolſe of Hunters heard. Enter divers Spirits in ſhapæ 

of Hounds, Hunting them about; Proſpero and Ariel 
| ſetting them aun. 

3 Pro. Hey Mountain, hey. 

Ari Silver ; there it goes, Silver. 

Pro. Fury, Fury ; there Tyrant, there 5 hark, hark. 3 
Go, cnarge my Goblins that they grind their Joints 
Wich dry Convulſions, ſhorten up their Sinews 
Wich aged Cramps, and more pinca-jpo.ted make them, 
Than Pard, or Cat o' Mountain. Ten 
"0 Ari, Hark, they car. | = | 

Pro. Let them be hunted ſoundly. At this Hour | 
Lie at my Mercy all mine Enemies: 
10 JF Shortly ſhall all my Labours end, and thou 
Shall have the Air at Freedom; for a little 
al Follow, and do me Service. | [Excant, 


3 


3 
Enter Profpero in his Magick Robes, and Ariel. 


Pro. OW does my Project gather to a head; 
t-thi My Charms crack not; my Spirits, obey, and 
leu Goes upright with his Carriage: How's the Day? (Time 
erki Ari. On the fixth Hour, at which time, my Lord, 


A You faid our Work ſhould ceaſe. BH 
Pro. I did ſay fo i 
„When firſt I rais'd the Tempeſt ; ſay my Spirit, 
1. How fares the King and's Followers? 
nl Ari. Confin'd together 1 | 
1 In the ſame Faſhion as you gave in charge, 4 
. juſt as you left them, all Priſoners. Sir, | 
In the Lie- Grove which weather. fends your Cell, 
in} They cannot budge till you releaſe. The King, 
His Brother, and yours, abide all three diſtracted ; 1 
And the remainder mourning over them, f 
Brim- ful of Sorrow and Diſmay ; but chiefly 
Him that you term'd, Sir, the good old Lord Gonzalo. 
His Tears run down his Beard, like Winter Drops 1 
rom 
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F rom Eaves of Reeds; your Charm ſo ſtrongly works em 


T hat if you now beheld them, your Affections 
Would become tender. 
Pro, Do'it thou think ſo, Spirit? 
Ari. Mine would, Sir, were I human. 
Pro. And mine ſhall. | 
Haſt thou, which art but Air, a Touch, a F celing 


Of their Afflictions, and ſhall not my ſelf, 


One of their Kind, that reliſh all as ſharply 
Paſſion as they, be kindlier mov'd than thou art? 


Tho' with their high Wrongs I am ſtruck to th' quick, 
Yet, with my nobler Reaſon, gainſt my Fury, 


Do I,take part; the rarer Action is 

In Virwe than in Vengeance; they being penitent, 
The ſole Drift of my Purpoſe doth extend 

Not a Frown further: Go releaſe them, Ariel; 
My Charms Ill break, their Senſes I'll reſtore, 


And they ſa!l be themſelves. 


Ari, I'll tetch them, Sir. [ Ext, 


Pro. Ve Elves of Hills, Brooks, ſtanding Lakes and Groves, 


And ye that on the Sands with printleſs Foot 


Do chaſe the ebbing Neptune, and do fly him 
When he comes back; you Demy Puppets that 


Ey Moon ſhine do the green ſour Ringiets make, 

W hereof the Ewe not bites ; and you whole Paſtime 

Is to make Midnight Muſhrooms, that rejoice 

To hear the ſolemn Curiew, by whoſe Aid, 

Weak Maſters that ye be, I have be-dimm'd | 
The Noon-tide Sun, call'd forth the mutinous Winds, 
And 'twixt the green Sea and the azur'd Vault 

Set roaring War; To the cread railing Thunder 
Have given Fire, and yifted Fore's tiout Oak 


With his own Bolt: The {trong bas'd Promomory 


Have I made Shake, and by the Spurs pluckt up 
The Pine and Cedar: Graves at my Command 


Have wak'd their Sleepers, op'd, and let em fort! 


By my ſo potent Art. But this rough Magick 

T here abjure ; and when | have requir'd _ 
Some heavenly Muſick, which even now I do, 
To work mine End upon their Senſes, that 

This airy Charm is for, III break my Staff, 

Bury it certain Fathoms in the Earth, 
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And deeper than did ever plummet ſound 

Ill drown my Book. ( Solemn Muſich, 

Here enters Ariel before; then Alonſo with a frantick 
Geſture, attended by Gonzalo, Sebaſtian and Anthonio, 
in like manner, attended by Adrian and Franciſco, 
They all enter the Circle cvhich Proſpero had made, and 
there fland charm'd ; which Proſpero obſerving, /feaks ; 

A folemn Air, and the beſt Comforter 

To an unſettled Fancy, cure thy Brains, 

Now uſeleſs, boil'd within thy Skull; there ſtand, 

For you are ſpell-ſtopt. 

Holy Gonzalo, honourable Man, 

Mine Eyes, even tociab'e to the ſhew of thine, . 

Fail fellowy Drops: The Charm difſolves apace, 

And as the Morning Rar upon the Night, 

Melting the Darkneſs, fo their „fing Senſes 

begin to chiaſe the ignorant Fumes tat mantle 

Their clearer Reaion. O good e 

My true Preſerver, and a loyal Sir 

„ To him thou follow N; I. Will per chy Graces 

es Home both in Word and Deed. Moft cruelly 

” WDidlt thou, Alonſo, ule me. and my Daughter: 

Thy Brother was a Furtjierer in the Act; Res 

Thou'rt 5 d for't now, Scba/tizn. Fleſh and Blood, 

You, Brother mine, that entertain'd Ambition, 

Lxpell'd Remorſe and Nature, who with Sebaſtian, 

W hole inward Pinches therefore are mot Arong, 


Would here have Kid your King; 1 do forgive thee, 
Unnatural tho' thou art, Their Underf unding 
ds, Wins to twell, : and the approaching Tide 
ul ſhortly. fili the reaſonable Shore, 
That now lies foul and muddy. Not one of them 
That yet looks on me, or weuld know me; Are, 
fetch me the Hat, and Rapier in my Cell; 
[will diſcaie me, and My ſelf preſert, 
bl was ſometime Millan: Quickly, Spirit; 
nod ſhalt e'er long be free. ns 


Ariel, ſings, and helps to attire him. 
Where the Bes ſucas, there fuck J: 
In a Cowfip's Bed I lie: 
There 1 couch auhen Oaols do ay. 


C3. On 
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On the Bat's Back I as fly : 


Aſter Summer merrihy, 

Merrily, merrily, ſhall I live now, 

Under the Bliſſom that hangs on the Bough. | 
Pro. Why that's my dainty 4-ic/; I ſhall miſs thee; Fo 


But yet thou ſhalt have Freedom. So, ſo, ſo. 3” 
'To the King's Ship, inviſible as thou art ; Tt 
There ſhalt thou find the Mariners aſleep A, 
Under the Hatches; the Maſter aud the Boatſwain, Th 
Being awake, enforce them to this Piace, 
And preſently, 1 prithee. Gi 
Ari. | drink the Air before me, and return Ho 
Or e'er your Pulſe twice beat. (Exit. We 
Gon. All Torment, Trouble, Wonder and Amazemen: He 
Inhabits here; ſome heavn'ly Power guide us Jy 
Out of this fearful Country. = 17 
Pro. Behold, Sir King, 2 
The wronged Duke of Millan, Proſpers : NP ay 
For more Aſſurance that a living Prince 172 
Does now ſpeak to thee, I embrace thy Body, ou 
And to thee, and thy Company, I bid For 
A hearty Welcome. 5 And 
Alon. Where thou beeſt he or no, 14A 
Or ſome inchanted Trifle to abuſe me, 1. P, 
As late I have been, 1 not know; thy Pulſe _ 10 1 
Beats as of Fleſh and Blood, and ſince I faw thee JT har 
Th' Affliction of my Mind amends, with which Have 
I fear a Madneſs held me ; this muſt crave, XY 
And if this be at all, a moſt ſtrange Story : 5 0 H. 
The Dukedom I refign, and do intreat Ihe 
Thou pardon me my Wrongs; But how ſhould Proſper? Myſel 
Be living, and be here ? FT Wher 
Pro. Firſt, noble Friend, „ Pr 
Let me embrace thine Age, whoſe Honour cannot Ac th, 
Be meaſur'd, or confin'd. | That 
Gon. Whether this be, Their 
Or be not, I'll not ſwear. Are na 
Pro, You do yet taſte 3 deen 
Some Subtilities o' th' Ifle, that will not let you | That 
Believe things certain: Welcome, my Friends all; Which 
Put you, my brace of Lords, were I ſo minded, Upon 
1 here could pluck lus Highnels town upon you, To be 


And tor tis 


gero 
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And juſtify you Traitors; at this time 
[will tell no Tales. 

Seb. The Devil ſpeaks in him. 

Pro. No! 
for you, moſt wicked Sir, whom to call Brother 
Would even inie& my Mouth, 1 do forgive 
Thy rankeſt Faults ; all of them ; and require 
My Dukedom of thee, which perforce I know 


Irhou muſt reſtore. 


Alon, If thou beeſt Proſpero, 
Give us Particulars of thy Prefervation, 


How thou. haſt met us here, who three Hours fince 


Were wrackt upon this Shore? where J have loſt, 
(How ſharp the Point of this NIWEITLALS 2 is /) 


My dear Son Ferdinand. 


Pro, I am wo for't, Sir. 
Alon. Irreparable is the Loſs, and Patience 


Jays it is paſt her Cure. 


Pro. 1] rather think 


Lou have not ſought her Help, of whole ſoft Grace, 


For the like Loſs, I have her ——— Aid, 


and reſt myſelf content. 


Alon. You the like Loſs?? 
Pro. As great to me, as late, and inſupportable 


J7o make the dear Loſs, have I Means much weaker 


Than you may call to comfort you; for 1 


Have loſt my Daughter. 


Alon. A Daughter? 


0 Heav'ns! that they were living both in Naples, 


The King and Queen there; that they were, I wiſh 

Myſelf were mudded in that Oozy Bed 

Where my Son lies. When did you loſe your Daughter ? 
Pro. In this laſt Tempeſt. I perceive theſe Lords 

At this Encounter do ſo much admire, | 


That they devour their Reaſon, and ſcarce think 


Their Eyes do Offices of Truth, their Words 
Are natural Breath ; but howſoever you have 
been juſtled from your Senſes, known for certain 


That I am Profpero, and that very Duke 
hich was thruſt forth of Millan, who moſt ſtrangely 


Upon this Shore, where you were wrack't, was landed 


lo be the Lord on't. No more yet of this; 
And 


for tis a Chronicle of Day by Day, Not 


| Receiv'd a tecond Life; and ſecond Father. 
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Not a Relation for a Breakfaſt, nor 
Hefitting this firſt meeting. Welcome, Sir; 


This Cell's my Court; here have I few Attendants, BI 
And Subjects none abroad; pray you lock in; | ON 
My Dukedom fince you have given me again, | 
J will requite you with as good a thing, | le 
At leaſt, bring torth a Wonder, to content ye, An 
As much as me my Dukedom. ( 
Here Proſpero dicovers Ferdinand and Miranda Or 
playing at Cheſs. Ane 
Mira. Sweet Lord, you play me falſe. For 
Fer. No, my deareſt Love. Wh 
I would not for the World. 0 4 
Mira. Yes, for a ſcore of Kingdoms you ſhould wran Y . 
And I would call it fair Play. == [Le Whoy 


Alon. If this prove | 
A Viſion of the Iſland, one dear Son 

Shall I twice loſe. 

Seb. A moſt high Miracle. = 

Fer. Tho' the Seas threaten, they are merciiul : 

I have curs'd them withou cauſe, 

Alon. Now all the Blefings 
Of a glad Father compais thee about; 

Ariſe, and ſay how thou cam'it here. 

Mira. O! Wonder / 5 | 
How many goodly Creatures are there here ? 
How beautious Mankind is! © brave new World, 
That has ſuch People in't. 
Pro. ITis new to thee. | 

Alaz. What is this Maid with whom thou wait at play * 
Your eld'ſt Acquaintance cannot be three Hours, 
Is ſhe the Goddeſs that hath ſerv'd us, 

And brought us thus together, 

Fer. Sir, ſhe is mortal; | 
But by immortal Providence ſhe's mine; 

I choſe her when J could not aſk my Father 

For his Advice; nor thought I had one: She 
Is Daughter to this famous Duke of Millan, 
Of whom fo often I have heard Renown, 
But never ſaw before; of whom I have 


This Lady makes him to ne. 79. N 
. 5 3 | Aon. Lon. 1 
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But O, how odly will it ſound, that 1 
Muſt aſk my Child F orgiveneſs ? 
Pro. There, Sir, ſtop, 
Let us not burthen our Remembrance with 
| An Heavineſs that's gone. 
Gon, I have inly wept, 


Or ſhould have ſpoke e'er this. Look down, you Gods, 
And on this Couple drop a bleſſed Crown : 


For it is you that have chalk'd forth the lad 
IWhich brought us hither. 


Alon. I ſay Amen, Gonzalo. 


Con. Was Millan, thruſt from Milan, that his Iſſue 
„ Ybhould become Kings of Naples“ O rejoice 
Iheyond a common Joy, and ſet it down 
J'Vich Gold on laſting Pillars: In one Voyage 
Did Claribel her Husband find a Tunis; 
and Ferdinand her Brother, found a Wife, 
Where he himſelf was loft ; Proſpero, his Dukedom, 


In a poor Iſle; and all of us, ourſelves, 
hen no Man was his own. 


Alon. Give me your Hands : 
Let Grief and Sorrow ſtill nee his Heart, 
hat doth not wifh you Joy. 

Y Goz. Be it fo, Amen, 


nter Ariel, with the Maſter and Boatfuain amazedly 
following. 
© look Sir. look Sir, here is more of us / 
oiopheſy'd, if a Gallows were on Land 
tis Fellow could no drown: Now, Blaſphemy, 


hat ſwear'ſt Grace o'er-board, not an Oath on Shore, 
aſt thou no Mouth by Land? 


nat is the News? 


Boalſ. The beſt News is that we have fafely found | 
ir Ling and Company; the next, out Ship, 

Iich but three Glaſſes ſince we gave our ſplit, 
ight and yare, and bravely rigg'd, as When 
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firſt put oat to Sea. 
{rz. Sir, all this Service 
re 1 done ſince I went. 


ro. My trickſey Spirit. 
72 Un. Theſe are not natural Events; they Arengthen 
n ſtrange to ſtrange: Say, how came you hither? Bo. 
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Boat/. If I did think, Sir, I were wel! awake, 


I'd ftrive to tell you: We were dead of fleep, IE 
And, how we know not, all cl:pt under Hatches, | 
Where, but even now, with-flrange and ſeveral Noiſes Ti 
Of roaring, Mrieking. howling. gingling Chains, Ha 
And moe diverfity of Sounds. ail horrible, Tt 
k Ve weie awak'd; Rraightway at Liberty; Ar 
| Where we, in all our '| rim, ireſhly beheld = oy 
Our roja', good, and gallant Ship; our Matter Fo 
Capring to exe ner; on a trice, fo pleaſe you, Te 
Even ia a Dieam, were we divided ftiom them, 5 IM 
And were brought moping hither. IF 4c 


Ani. Was't well done ? 
Pro. Bravely, my Diligence; thou ſhalt be free,” 
Alon. This is as range a Maze as e'er Men trod, 


And tliere.1s in this buſineſs mote than Nature i” 

Was ever Conduct of; ſome Oracle = 

Mutt rectify our Knowledge, BY 
Pro. Sir, Liege, H 

Do not infeſt your Mind with beating on 

The ſtrangeneſs of this Buſineſs; at pickt Leiſure, T1 

Which ſhall be ſhortly, ſingle III reſolve you, 1. 


Which to you ſhall ſeem probable, of every 
Theſe happen'd Accidents ; till when, be chearful, 
And think of each thing well. Come hither, VPirit⸗ 
det Caliban and his Companions free: 
Dntie the Spell. How fares my gracious Sir ? 
There are yet miſſing of your Company 


Some tew odd Lads, that you remember not. A 
Enter Ariel, driving in Caliban, Stephano, and rim T 
culo, in their flollen Apparel. = 1 

Ste. Every Man ſhift for all the reſt, and let 
No Man take care for himſelf; for all is A 
But Fortune, Caragio, Bully-Monſter, Coragio. 3 WV 
Trin. If theſe be true Spies which I wear in my Head A 


Here's a goodly Sight. 
Cal. O Setebss, theſe be brave Spirits indeed i 
How fine my Maſter is! I am fraid 
He will chaſtiſe me. 
Seb. Ha, ha = T 
What things are the, my Lord Anthonio / F 
Will Money buy em? | 


u, 


Tr In- ; 


lead 


——— 
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Ast. Very like; one of'em ? 
s a plain Fiſh, and no doubt marketable. 
Pro. Mark but the Badges of theſe Men, my Lords, 
Then tay if they be true : This miſhapen Knave, 
His Mother was a Witch, and one ſo ſtron 
That could controul the Moon, make Flows and Ebbs, 
And d-al in her Command without her Power 
Theſe PR La vn robb'd me, and this Demy- Devil, 
For he' tard one, had plotted with them 
To take my „Life, ; two of theie Fellows you 
Muſt know and on, this thing of Darkneis I 
Acknow.edge mine. 
Cal. I ſhall be pincht to Death. 
Alon. Is not this Stephane, my dgunken Dutler ? 
Seb. Re 1s drunk no- y : 
Where had he the Wine | | 
Alon. And Trin:uls 15 redline ripe ; Where hhou'd they 
Find this grand Liquor that hath pided 'em ? 


How cam if thou in this pickle? 


Trin. I have been in ſuch a pickle ſince I faw you laſt, 
That I fear me will never be out of my Bones : 
I ſhall not fear fiy-blowing, 
Seb. Why, how now Srephans ? _» 
Ste. O touch ment: I am not Szeph ans, but a Cramp. 
Pro. You'd be King o'th' Ifle, Si rah? 
Ste. I ſhoulda have deen a fore one then. 
Alon. 11+ a Rrange thing as e'er 1 lool'd on 
Pro. Ile is as diiproportion' d in his Manners 
As in his Shape: Go, Sirrah, to my Cell, 
Take with you your Companions ; as you look 
To have my Vardon, trim it hand miy. 
Cal. Ay, that I will; ; and I'll ve wiſe hereafter, 
And ſeek for Grace. What a thrice double Ais 
Was I to take this Drunkard for a God? 
And worſhip this dull Fool? 
Pro. Go to, away. {found it. 
Alon. Hence, and beftow your Luggage Where 30a 
Seb. Or flole i it rather. 
Pre. Sir, 1 invite your Highneſs and your Hain 
To my poor Cell ; where you ſhall take your Rett 
For this 5 Night, which, Part of it, I'll walte 
With ſuch Difccurte, as I not doubt ſhall make 't 
Go quick away ; the Story of my Lite,  Aad 


60 The TEMPEST. 


And the particular Accidents gone by 
Since I came to this Iſle : and in the Morn 
Pl bring you to your Ship; and ſo to Naples. 
Where I have hope to ſee the Nuptials 
Of theſe our dear-beloved ſolemniz d; | 
And thence retire me to my Millan, where 
Every third Thought ſhall be my Grave. 

Alon. | long | | 
To hear the Story of your Life, which muſt 
Take the Ear ſtrangely. 

Pro. I'll deliver all, 
And promiſe you calm Seaſons, auſpicious Gales, 
And Sail {o expeditious, that ſhall catch | 
Your Royal Fleet far off: My Ariel, Chick, 
This is thy Charge; then to the Elements 
Bee free, and fare thou well. Pleaſe you draw near. 

| | [ Exeunt om nes. 


„ 


EFI U UE, 
Spoken by Proſpero. 
IV © Il my Charms are all Ger thrown, 
And what Strength I hawe's mine own, 
Which is moſt faint : Now is true 
T muſt be here confin d by you, 
Or ſend to Naples. Let me not, 
Since I have my Dukedom got, 
And pardon d the Decciwer, davell 
In this bare Iſland by your Spell ; 
But releaſe-me from my Bands, 
With the help of your good Hands. 
Gentle Breath of yours, my Sails 
Muft fill, or elſe my Project fails, 
Which was to pleaſe. Now. I. avant 
Spirits to enforce, Art to enchant; © 
And my ending is Deſpair, | 
Unleſs I be reliev'd by Prayer; 
Which pierces jo, that it aſſaults EY 
Mercy it jelf, and frees all Faults. 
As you from Crimes would pardon'd be, 
Let your Indulgence ſet me free, 
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